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PREFACE- 



The subject of the following Play is taken from 
a domestic tragedy in the history of Venice, and 
was suggested to the Authoress by an interesting 
narrative of that event in Dr. Moore's Travels, 
It is scarcely, perhaps, necessary to say here in 
prose, what the Prologue repeats in verse, that 
her piece was not only completed, but actually 
presented to Covent Garden Theatre before the 
publication of Lord Byron's well-known drama : 
a fact which happily exculpates her from any 
charge of a vain imitation of the great Poet, or 
of a still vainer rivalry. 

She has now only the pleasant task of ac- 
knowledging her obligations to those whose 
eminent and united talents ensured the success of 
her Tragedy. To Mr. Young, for his masterly 
and pathetic delineation of the heart-broken 
father ; to Mr. Kemble, (that embodied spirit of 
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chivalry to whom all that is gallant and knightly 
seems to belong as of right) for the brilliant 
exertion of his powers in Francesco; to Mr. 
Warde, for the consummate subtlety and the 
commanding intellect which he threw into 
Erizzo ; to Mr. Serltf^ for the pure and gentle 
pathos of his Cosmo ; lanfl, though last, fkr from 
least, to Mrs. Sloman, fbr her chaste and alfect- 
ing Camilla, she is mo^t deeply indebted. Not* 
ought she io omit the sincejre tribute of her gtdh 
titude to Mr. Fawcett, for-the izealous kindness 
with which he superintended the producticm of 
her Play ; and to the pferfoTmew in gettef«A folr 
the interest they ti«ik in Its suWft^ Shfebegti 
them all to atJcept liet hfeftrt^lt llhanks. ' 
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PROLOGUE. 



SPOKEN BT ■■: SERLE. 



*>#^^^^s^^ 



For riches famed of yore^ and once as free 
As her own element, the bounding sea. 
Fair Venice now, fall'n from her " palmy state,'* 
Broods o'er her palace-city desolate ; 
Each mart deserted, each Palladian hall 
Vacant and ruinous proclaims her fall. 
Yet still one triumph of her ancient fame 
Gilds her decay, and lingers round her name ; 
*Tis that beneath the proud Venetian dome 
The Tragic Muse hath fix'd her favourite home ; 
'Tis that her very name makes young hearts glow 
With deep remembrance of some glorious woe. 
There Shylock whetted his relentless knife ; 
There poor* Othello won his n^urdered wife ;^^ 
There Pierre, stout traitor, the awed State dSSed ; 
There Jaffier lov'd, and Belvidera died. 
And there the immortal Bard, who all too soon 
Fell in the blaze of Fame's effulgent noon^ 
Lamented Byron ! twice a tale hath told 
Of princely anguish in the days of old : 
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2 PROLOGUE, 

How 'gainst the Senate Faliero fired 
With vengeful hate by their stem doom expired ; 
And his severer fate, condemned to try 
His guiltless son, the good Doge Foscari. 
That tale of woe, but with an humbler flight 
And weaker wing, our Aigiboress of to-night. 
Hath brought before ye. Deeip not of it worse 
That 'tis a theme made sacred by his verse. 
Ere his bold Tragedy burst into daj^, * 
Her trembling haful had closed this woman's play. 
A different track ihe fcdlows — Oh ! forgive 
Her errors ye, who bid the Drama live I' • ^ 
To your indulgence she comttteiids h^r cause^ 
And hopes, yet dares not ask, your kind appl&use. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



FoscAM, Doge of Venice - - - Miu Young 
Francesco Foscari, his Son • - Mr. Kemble 

Count Erizzo, ^ r Mr. Warde 

Count Zeno, > Venetian Senators, < Mr. Horrebow 

DoNATO, 3 CMr. EoSRtON 

Cosmo, Donato's Son. - * • « Mr. Serle 
Celso, a follower of Count Erizzo • M& Fxtzharris 

Senators, Jaikrs, OfficerSf and Gentlemen. 

Camilla, Donato's Daughter - - Mrs. Sloman 
Laura, his Niece - ^ - ^i- Miss Henry 

Ladies. 



jScenc— Venice. 
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F O S C A R I 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 
St. MarVs Place. 

Couhi Erixxo and Cebo meeting Donato. 

Don. Goop morrow Count ErizzOi you are early. 
Are you bound to the Palace ? 

Erix. Aye^ Donato^ 

The common destination ; but I go 
With an old £nend. 

Don. Whal^ Celso^ thou turned courtier! 

Cel. I am a suitor to his Highnessj Sir, 
With Count Erizzo's aid. 

Don. What is your suit? 

Efiz. One of the procurators died last night ; 
And honest Celso here would fisun succeed 
To that good office. 

Don. None more capable ! 

You will not fSedl. 

Erix. Scarcely, I think ;•»— and yet 

I hardly know. The old Doge likes me not : 
There have been murmurs in the Senate, cousin. 
At these long wasting wars ;. ai^d he^ I hear. 



6 FOSCARI. [act I. 

Suspects me. I have doubts. From you, indeed, 
One word 

Don. It shall be said. Give me the paper. 

Yes, at one woW from me-J— th^ Do^e aai I 
Are friends, old friends, the friends of forty years ; 
Besides we have a pair of hbpefril sons, 
Friends from the cradle tipwafds. 

Eriz, And those friends 

May soon be brothers^^, WiU noi Ay Camilla 
Be Foscari's bride, wtien his ^otl^h mistress War 
Shall loose him from her arms ? 

Don. •- • ' Aye ; hell return 

Too soon, whene'er he comesj to ^teal away 
My age's darling. Yet is lie a boy 
Full of hi^h tjioughts, a noble princely boy^ 
Kindly and geh^l^us ; one that may deserve 
EvQD her.-mrt-Well, ^e tee this petition^ Goihit. . ", 
Look on the post as certsan^ / .^ ; v ; i [Exit. 

Cel. ^' . \ How can I . . '. 

Repay He's goncb TbihVs^ thoii he'^ wfll aueoeed !' 

Eriz. I know not. Either way w^drka well for ua* f 
%i he aucoeed, then will our piorty ^ain 
A firmer foot yiY^nice; if he fail. 
We gain Donate. , ' . :. 

Cel. Say'stihou sb ? 

Eriz.: ' ^ '■ \.l:kii9W hiniw 

He's of a temper Undv aiid quiek^ jxod wahn ; 
A powerful partizan, but easily sway'd! ,. ' \ 

By flattery or laiiger^ OtmBLck tools 
Are Faction's ranks composed, not officered. • 1 

Celso, ure'Uliave th^Do^^qnboiineted, 
This Doge who wears Jib }oftd of four-score yiaps 
Easier tjbumln^y: forty. He contemns 
Me and my.iurottie^'iibbleft v. ht^^^jleam 
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To kwv aad fev ^ttF powef ;. 1 tell yoi^-^ Sir^ >.. 
These brows of mine do ache for that same bormett, * 
And ere this day he end^d.77-^^ — ^. 

Cel. , ; . Tis, my Lc«54, .,_. 

A golden moment. TThe young Fgiscari .. r 

Is safe with Sfor^ in t;Ue.MUan ^(ars^ . .- 

Eriz. Would I were syr^ of ^Jia^t-l This ismdeejl. / 
,The only moment. Celso, I have here. 

How intercepted. bqota not, Ic^tters from, 
Both generals to , the S^^^^ T^y b^ay^;gained 
A signal victpry ; Breaciai^ firc^d;. . ;. . , > 

And 3forza gives the unshared unmingled praise. 
To Foscari. ^e mu^t vathrpp,e the Doge .. ,,^ 
Ere this news reach the city ; jfor the p^ffl^ ;^ 

Adore the Foscari. Faugh! I am weary .;) ;r , , ;, 
Of this good Dogp^ Jl^fe Vj^ners^We ^ J^cg;% . 
This popular Doge» this Doge ^b.o;f ou^ta ^UV^ wooe^ ^^ 
The noisy ra\)ble, whi^t th^ Senators . ,. ,^ 

He ^bows fromtheir ^at8. And for the son> 
With his hot valour and proudi lack of prijerrr.. .;; ^ 
^ I hate t^bqn botlu . ^e p\ui^% ,||(yt lo^ an hour-^ v '^ 
The people ipust not hear — . / 

Cel. _: .Thft^gft^t^^lw^i^tUfimi / 

Erix. Aje, bvt the Senate-r^ \ 

Cel. ^f Ujj, my ^ford, the Senater^ 

Eriz. Fy ! I ajn oipie (^ them ; I must not tell.. . . • 

The secrete ^f the Cqi|noU. Wctaranplf t , ■■■■i 

So stubborn as; wg $»e^ i ^he p9pulfr yqice ;. 3 ,,j, >- 

Finds there an ecb^; ar^.fees^^es ^<!ft?^e • : , 

Hath friends. Here comes one. 

Emter Cotmi Xeno. 

[ r.. , ^ . _^ A fair morning to yoi^. 

Count Zeno. I have soair^ely seeijij^u since 

Your Ungering sickpes^. You look cheerily. . 
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6 , FQBCASI* . [ACTI. 

Zeno. The dr of this new day is sweet Biid'fireriKtmigt 
And breathes a health into the veins. I trust 
You need no renovating ; yet to step 
From a sick bed and a dark silent room 
Into the pure and balmy air of June^ • / :.: c ; 
With the bright sun Kghtii^ so blue a sky« 
And sparkling on the waters all arouzrid^' 
Full of the livii^ noise of trade or mirth. 
Air, earth; and sea all motion-*^it is hke 
Returning from the tomb to tibis fair' world <' 

Of life and sunshine ! Such delight is well ' * *.' V 

Worth a sharp fever. • ' V 

Efix. Nevertheless am I 

Content with your report. A homelier joy ' 
Suffices me. ^i . . . . . ■. • ■ ^ -^^ .: : . 

Zeno. Youaretfaeiiappiclrmaii.' ' 

Are you for the palace? 
Efiz. No. We wait a firi^d* ^ 

Zeno. Then I must say good morrowi I am somewhat 

In haste to<lay. ■• - • ' • - ' • 

JBrJsK. : ' Good monrowi Count [Eofit -i^sth. 

That man - 
Wears^ in Ida eoortiy smife the consciousness 
Of his high influence — ^the prime favourite he ! 
Did you^ not see how gracioody he stooped ' 

To me his equal, even as he had been ^ * . 
Himself a prince— proud minion !— —Doge, beware ! 

Beware ! 'Look, look, Donafo too hatfa found 

A check ? See how he chafes ! See I ' 

Enter Danaio.^ 

Don. Take thy paper! 

I am refused. Good morrow ! 
Erix. Nay, comeback. 
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Gani.tbk be p(»siUe ? . Refrnsedl Doimto 
Refused by Fosca^! 

Don. I was a fool . 

To ask; — a double- fool to pki my fiuA 
Upon this Doge's enmiiie* - / ^• 

Celso. ' » ■■'■' I regret 

"^ More than my faihare tibe^ indignity* 

Dan. Forget it; Sir«*-^H6w go thescr Mibui waris?-^ 
Isay» Erizzo, coaId^t.thoahavieheBBpad:.c * j. 
The proudesthe miVemee would hssm fibml ' : I 
To treat me widi such sbomf. : .i ....;!; .i. 

Eriz. What i vdidiihewdeonLtbeer? 

Don. He dfidime^siBohooIsctme, blamed wsf:masy 

temper^ ^i om » '. " .• /..>■■. -:.. ..v :.;■ • ••:: -'.y.:.- .1 

That lent an ear to every cunning tale, ^ • s ' 

A voice to every false designing knave. ri^.> 

Cel. . ^ Dared lie J 

Doni,AiDd thtsito-me ! Why art thou not 
•Amaedi Erizzo 2'* -'.!:. -.>:• -:::./" .-.v 

Eriz. No. It but confirma •» • ' •. 

.. Whiit I bave heard and acavee believed. The Doge 
Is gro^m 8o,c3d that he forgets his friends. 
Men say — i^.Ma'i be true-*-'aBd yet men say-^.- .. 

Don. Whatl.. ■•(.. >. • .» i. : • _ n- .i..... ; ..a.. : :,. :\- 

Eriz. Xbf^J^PogeJcepentSjbis^ spa's betrodimeiit 
To thy Camilla. ... - : ,. ... j ...: I • ;.: T 

Jkau, >/ ' . He shaUjiever wed her. - .:^ ' 
Sir, if this Doge were king of all the earth 
He might have found a holier, foroader title 
In fother to Camilla ! They are free. 

Camilla's claims shafi ne^f&t intiimipt 

?BQ|«ti9 biftpMgect ? 
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JO . yoacAai. [ [i«rr i. 

The Duke of Milan* hath a young, fior daughter, . . . 
And she, they say 

Don. Tush! I huve seen her, man!. 

A dark-hrowed veidolh, a beetle-browed, — uomom :. ' 
To match with my Camilla thap that Gondolac . : 
With the Bucentau^r V-r\ ipriU back, and tell hup 
That Foscari is ^Tpee* Mine OYfix Camilla ! 
My prattling, pretty one V VVL ba^ck ^d tell bim* X 

Eriss. No ; rather come vith me. What I hlive asuil 
Is hearsay or coAJeeture ; what is trUe 
Is the misgovernment, the public wrongs 
Of this old Foscarii too old to sway 
The power of Venice, This is pot a place; > » . . « 
For such discourse. Come with me tq my palace. 

Don. I thougbt he loved my daughter ! . . . i^ ' 

CeL *' ^ Tliou art 8ufe. 

[Exeunt. 

• ■ ■ ■ • SCENE- n;- ' ^' ■ ''' " ^ , 
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An Apartment in (i^ J?^c42 P^k^^* The Ifqgf^ and 

Zeno. Good itorrow to youf Ifighness. « r • Cj^ 

Doge.' - Deareiii^ Z^no^ > 

This is no common pleasure. Thou the lateat • 
Of our late revelleni, whom, the sun scAroe- sees * - 
Till half his course be run — - . i/.J^ 

Zeno. . . . Oh ! good my Lord, J < . >^ . 
I meet him often ere I go to bed, '. rV 

The bright reproachfid ti^tt^lide 1 . . . >. . 

Doge. .' . To see tlie^,. ^ .i . ..':;;/ 

But lately risen from a aharp sickness too^- • ' :j ^ 
Afoot so early ! There must be some-oauie^ . /'' 

Some kind or pla^isaat oaus^-^What brings the^ Count ? 
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ilCC^NC^II.] FOSGARI. .11 

JZ^fti*. This leUer I 
Doge, No petition for the post 
Vacant by poor Venoni's death ? , 

Zeno. Oh! no. 

... ■ » - 

Doge. I should have grieved within one Httle hour ; 
To say twice No to t;wa dear friends. You mejk 
Donato? .■ ■ ^ 

Zenoi^ yeetft ga cbft^ he saw me not 
Your Hi^hn^sjs knpws hi& temper. 

Doge. Ajttd I fear - \ 

Tried it too much. He asked of qi^ that office ; 

For a known villain^ an unusual compound 
Of rufl^ and of knav^ th^ fpttow^r . . 
Of his kin^^ian CpuDtiSr^^zp*: .-.:..' 

Zeno. Then jthe Ce^nt .. . , : 

Was waitij!ig i^r Potato. lamgri^v^d 
He should be so companioned. 

Do^e. He flung frpim Hie 

Ere I could tell him that the post wt^ given 
To Signor Iiaredajciq» a ripe scholar 
Pining in penury, at the pressing instance 
Ofhisownsoo* r 

Zenq^ Coiim^i How lil^e ^ that 
To his unwwi^d ki^clws3. : '". 

Doge. 'y^er^iaMt* 
Unless I may except my Foscari, ^ 
A youth i^ Y^JWioe wbQ.^^H vfe \r\ aught : 
With.C^po. 

Zeno. And thoy AT^ 9S; difiereot .3 

As the bright sun and gentle mooUf tbet aea^ .. :, . . 
In sparklintg ntotlon and: the quiet land. ^ . . ; i 

The wQftstiriri«g».hr4VQat«dhon«rt«Ql4fer* .. ., 
The other a paj^ ^tu^ent. 
Doge. Bless thejn both, 
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12 FoscARf. [act r* 

My noble boys ! They have always loved tike brolli^s^' 

And soon I hope my pretty sweet Camilla 

WiQ give them that dear tide* - ^^ 

Zeno. Have you had •• » - 

Tidings of Foscari lately ? 

Dage. Not for long. 
Longer than common. -C 

Zeno. Last night at St.. MarVs 

There was a rumour floating — ^none could traoi^ 
Its source — of a great^victory obtained 
By Foscari andSfonsa* . - • 

Doge. ' ' Heaven grant it ! '^ : ■ ^ L^ 

Sure we shall hear to day.-^Now deafest Count, ^ ' 
What is your will I You ted thc'old man on ^'^ 

To talk of his dear dnldren, till in sooth ^'•-' - « ' 

He had forgotten the 'Whole world. Now say '■ -^ 
What is that scroll? ....-, .»- . >.;. {;.A 

Zeno. My Icffdr^I almost fear-*- ^^ - ^ ^ 

Dost thou beUeve in soothsayers? • ' ' 

Doge^ - No!— Yes t--*- ' ^ 

Not much. Why dost thou ask ? ^ . ^- j 

Zeno. Wilt thou not answer? * ^ ' ^ 

Doge* Count Zeno^ thou art one to whcan, bemg ^Ms^ 
A wise man may confess the cherished- 'foUjf / - ^ - ^-^'^ 
That lurks within his breast. But teU it not - 

To fools, good Zeno. I ' ♦ ' : . . .''' 

Zeno. Then thou dest befieve ? 

Doge. I have some cause. What! didstthounerefheiir' 
Of the old prediction that was verified 
When I became the Doge ? -:. 

Zeno. An old prediction I ^ - - 

Doge. Some nevtoty years ago— it seems t(> me * ^ 
As fresh as yesterday — being then a lad 
No higher thaa my hand, idle as an heir, , ^ j 
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SC^B 11.] FOSCARI. 13 

And all. m^de up of gsy and truant sports, 

I flew a kite unmittched in shape or size : 

Over the river — we were at ourlioase . _;, 

Upon the Brenta tiieo 3 it soared aloft 

Driven by Ught vigorous breezes firom>the sea» 

Soared buoyantlyi till t}i6 diminished toy 

Grew smaller than the falcon when she stoops . . < 

To dart ap<Hiher pxeyb. , I aentibr cord, 

Servant on sen/saist hunTing^ till^lie Mte.i * 

Shrank to the size of |i beetle : sMill I called ^ 

For cord, and sent to summon fatherr siotib^,; . ' • ■ 

My Uttle sisters, my old hidting nurse, — ' 

I would haye had the whole wofldf to survey 

Me and my n^ondrous kite. -ItstiU soaf^d on, : • r 

And I stood bending back. in extai^, . >, 

My eyes on )hat small pointy clapping my hands. 

And shouting, and half envying it the flight ' . > 

That made it a compamon of the Atars, 

When close beside me a. deep 9oice exdakn^^*^ - 

Aye, mountt moimt I mount !— I started back, a^ ^aw 

A tall and aged woman, one of the wUd ' ... V 

Peculiar people whom wild Hungary sends 

B^oyjbg through every land. She drew her cloak , ^ ' 

About her, turned her .black eyes up to Heaven,. 

And thus pursued: — ^Ayc, like hia fortunes^ mount, 

The future Doge of Venice ! And heSxe ^ . 

For very wpndex any one. could speak ' 

Sp^ie^cUsappQanQd^ : 

Zeno. Strange ! Hast thou never seen 

That woman since ? .1' 

Doge. J never saw her more. 

Ailer a slight, brief seaccb^ the wonder uasjk * 

Into a jest. My mother for a whik > . 
Called me her pr^tj^ Jiog^^ beji^anadofipL Boge^ - 
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And rang a thousand fondling changes through 
On that proud title ; and my sisters long 
Talked of the tall Hungarian. None believed 
But my old nurse. 

Zeno. And thou ? ^ 

Doge. Long titnt in tne 

The seeds of fakh lay dormant; tiU at last 
As youth's gay wiMnesB jsobered, and amfoitiDn 
Grew stronger in my soul, the prophecy • * 

Knocked at my thoughts, AtiA I by fits believed 
That whichcl wished were true. Now t&t thy actoU ;*^ ^' 
Whence comes it?- . . i 

Zeno. Even such anaged^croney 

So tall, so hubifted) dl^yed me last night 
At my own door, and with an earnest voice. 
Her shaking hand prest on my arm, implored 
That, as I loved the good Doge iEV>seari| 
I would at his first waking give him this* 

Doge. She must be dead i Full seventy years age— 
And then I^r locks were grizeled !-^She is dead. 
And what^ at fourscore years, have I to do 
With fate or fortune j My long raed is rM^ 

Zeno.. Rted it at least. 

Doge..(p9adB4) **Th» 4x1^ hoimet ttiMbleti on thy 
^' broyr, Dc^^^ Yenioe, tvembies-*'-and wifl fiill, Ihougk 
** the stars themselves «hew me not when. Gbant tfa^* 
^' first boon that shall be 4sked df .thee to»morraw/'or 
** before the next sun rises thy very heart shall be 
** in twain'." 

Grant the first bootti ! Why, my good* Signer Geko, 
This is too pa^iabb^ €rrant dke first boon ! 
Make thee the Proonrater 1 Fy ! Fy I Fy ! 
Erizzo's talent hath fef sdken hhft { 
This cheat is slia^ow.^ TheyJm^ heavd the iale 



I told thee, and this paltry poor devite — 
Off to the waves and winds ! 

Zeno. Yet hath ihe count . 

A party in the state ; and for Donato> 
Kind, hasty^ generous and beloved, his power 
May'vie with thine. 

Doge^ . But never will be used 

Against me, Ztwo. I should hate myself 
Could I suspect Donato. Count, we'll go : < 1 

Together to the Senate* Tiiou skab; aee 
The quick relenting of his suddea. wraths ':■'..■ . i 
His graceful self-rebuke, his "honest love. , . - 

Zeno: rU gfatdly be converl^* ■/. ' 

Dog^. Doubt him not. : 

^. i-' . <• [£^uni»' 

i 

■ " . ■ SCENE UI. ."..,.. 
An Apartment in the.Danato Palace. 

- . m • ■ ■*....'.... 

^ Camilla and LoMra. 

Camilla, Laur^, hast thou seen Cosmo ? 

Laura. Notto day. 

V ,Cam. Sure he'll not eheat us of his early smSes, 
His gay good-morrow, thlit best joy ^ Jiome > 
When ^ear friends meet ii» morning die^ulnese. 

Lau. And such a cheerfokiess ! Mid sudi a smile ! 
None are like hil»/ 

Cam. > None i Hast thou never rseen v 

The heaven of kindness that in Fo«cari's eyes 
Shines under those dark brows ? And Tm theaiBteE 
Of that dear C^smo, the selected, bridie • 

Of that still dearer Foscari 1 Oh, jco^in 
I am the (blessedest creature that e*er trod 
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This laughing earth ! . Thqre is bat.<i»I]| one < 

Can hope to be so happy ;^^thoUs peiircbaiice > ■.-■. 'l' 

When Cosmo-'— t' 



Enter Cosmo. 
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We were apeafcing of thee. ^. • 
Cos. . Wdl 

I trust fair maid$* My gentle lady Lamsaf . 

Say yes to that. ... ... i -.ii^ 

Cam. Feed not man^s.v^ty ; ... ^ a 

Let not thyhlu^es answeri»;i » >. . . :; i /vS 

Co*, < . r, 1 Si6teir,99Jj[i^ ,1 : : v..:> 

'Tis thou art clothed in:Uashe6««^..Wby.tbe:da^Mri\r.: cV 
Opening her ardent eyes, and jfeft^^g.vride . ^ ,- -, a> 
Her golden locks on the Adriatic wave, ^ 

The bright Aurora, she is sad and Pftk-tj^; ,-r -;-.., . 1 
And spiritless compared to tlk^fiy^flast thou 
Been Psyche's errand.?. ,^Qt hath some fair vision ,. v 
Lapt thee in loveliness ? 

Cii«i. I thipk Jdream^ ^ ,, .; ,. ;. 

Of he^en; for.I was in a place where care 
And fear and sorrow came not^.self-Au^taii^^ ..^. ^. ^ j 
On wings^^sudx as the limner's cunning lends ^ ^ 

To the Seraphim, and singing like ^ bird.. ,,,r,, a .,, r.v 
From the deep,gl|idne3£ii of a^merry heart . ..^ , 

The whole night long. And i^ hen. the, inorping ,ciiipe^ ; { 
And I awakened in .this woxk-day world, 
The spell was on me still ; and still is on : .... ,. i 

The buoyancy, the joy, the certajin hope , ; 

Of happiness. Brother, are. there no new^ , 
OfFoscOT? .. .. . 

, Cos^ None ccartwi* Yet is there 

A balmyness of hope ; and slurring rumours 
Come pattering round US| with a pleasant sound. 
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Like the large drops before a stimmer shower. 
They talk of Foscan and victory-^- 

Cam. There hath then been a battle. la he safe ? 

Cos. As safe as I rayselLA 

Cam, Py ! what a fool 

Am I to tremble so 1 And art thou sure ! 

Cos. Tbe^ is no certainly, but such a hope 
As is her forerunner. Hath not my father 
Heard of this victory ? 

Ltau. He 1b^ been long 

Gone to the palace^ and wished you to follow. 

Cos. Gladly. I haTo a good man's gratitude 
To pay "to die good Doge< 1 auj^ away 
Or I shall miss the Senate. 

Cam. ,■•■'■■''■ ^hott wilt-iKsnd 

The tidimgs, Cob^so^! . . f 

Cos. €hif%:. 

Cam. — '- ..:-. Quidkly? 

Cos. • ■■■'■'Vtts,'' ■•• •- -■ ' : 

Cam. Good tidll^«^ CoitfiOi* 

Cos. Yes^ My i^iM^y oottsiii 

Ha£t thoH tto i^barge to give ? 

Lau. Why bring thtt iaie^' 

This happy tale thyi^elf. 

Cam. Ay e eomo thyself 

Dear Co^d> imd ftrihi^elL lEsit Cosmo. 

Now Laura mine 
Let us to the high baleony. I need . ^^ 

Fresh air and sun and sp^arkling sigkts and ji»eiEind« 
To help sustain this happineis^^ iM» hope^ 
Which weighs almost like fear. My dearest^ come. 

[Bxmint. 

END OF ACT THE FIRST. 
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FOSCARI. 



[act II. 



ACT 11. 



SCENE I. 
The Senate. 



Count Erizxo, Donate and Senators. 

Eriz. He rules us as a king— this Foscari, 
An absolute king, haughty and imbecile 
As any Eastern sovereign ! He degrades 
The old Nobility, Gontemns the Senate, 
And cringes to the people^-a mob courtier! 
A greedy swallower of popular praise ! 

Sen. He hates the Nobles. . 

Eriss. \ But this very day 

Did he refuse to mv dear kinsman here 
A post, that he requested for a man 
Who long hath served the state. 

Sen. . Refuse Donato ! 

Eriz. Even so. He is of the Senate, is the head 
Of an old powerful hou^e, is richj, is; noble. 
Is nobly loved. Are not these crimen enough 
To stir our Doge's wrath ? 

Don. No more of this ! 

Eriz, Then his misgovernment, his tedious wars, 
His waste of blood and treasure, tha,t his son. 
That idol of the soldiery, may glut 
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His lust of glorious battle ! Senators, 

Why should we thus submit to what we hate ? 

Why bow to whom we made ? The Doge is now 

Too old for his high office. Good my lords. 

Let us resume our power. Is there no brow 

In Venice that may bear this ducal crown 

Save one ? Will it not sit as gracefully 

On vigorous manhood's clustering curls ? On thine, 

Donato ? Or^ Pisani^ upon thine ? 

Or any man of us ? Lords, have ye changed 

Your purpose ? That the Doge may be deposed 

Is the fixed law of Venice. Are ye firm ? 

This is the moment. i , 

Sen. He must be unthroned. 

Eriz^ Then belt done to*day..> 

2d Sen. Til join thee». Count. . 

3d Sen. And I. ^ > 

Eriss. Donato, thouiwiit best propose' . ' i 

Dan. Oh no! He hath been hafsh-"*-— •but I have 

loved him 

We are old friends. • r :; '^ 

Sen. Do it thyself, Erizzo. 

Don. But gently, reverently. • ^ ^ t 

Enter Doge, Count Zeno, and,pther Senators. , . ^ 

Doge. My gracious lords ' 

. I greet ye well ! We are no truants, sirs. 

This full assemblage honours our fair Vei&i^, ^ *' 
Honours her senators. Signor Donato ' ' 



Nay shun me not That post was promised to--^ 

Thou wilt not hear ! I have too often borne 
With thy infirmity. Forget not, sir, 
That thou'rt my friend, or I must needs remeniber ' 
That I'm thy prince. Now to our business, lords; ; 

c 2 
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Eriz. Are there no letters firoin the army ? 

Doge. Nbrtev • • 

But there is through the city n loud brtiSt 
Of victory. 

Eriss. In a weH ordcfred stafte / . ^ 

There is no pause fcyr i^idoti^; certaiob^' 
Outspeeds her lying rival. i '► 

Doge. Think'st thdix, wmA, ' ' " 

That my old heart is quicft in this pause? 
Thou hast ho boy in yonder batifle fields .. , /• 

Or thou would^^t know hoW thirstily the soul 
Of a father pants in his suspense for truth-, ' "-^ 

One single drop of sweet or bitter truth. 



I .* 



Etder Cosmo, 

Who's that? 

Sen. Cosmo Donato, please yoti^ 8^. - 

Doge. Oh our youhg Secretta^l Sit by me, - 

I had just mi3ded t!hee, Cosmo. Was thy firietid * 
Content? 

Cos. Oh never gratitude was clothed- ^ • ^ ^ ^ 
In such pure joy. I would yottr Highness anW - - » ' 
The happiness you caused. - -'-^ 

Doge. Hush ! Count Erizzo, ^ 

You were about to spfeik. 

Eriz. I was ; and yet 

I gladly would d^lay, gkdly resign 
A painful 4uty. 

Doge. If it t9urfi me. Sir, 

Speak, 

Erix. Is diepe not, my lord, a bw in Veuioe, ' 

That if the Doge, by sickness, grief, or age. 
Become incapable, he be removed ? ' 

Dogs. There is. Say on. 
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Eriz. ^bat need I to say more ! 

Know we not all the good Doge Foscari 
Is turned of fo^TPi^ore years? Fitter fpr him 
To lay down the proud bonnet^ which doth weigh 
So heavily on those whii^ \i^s^J9t^iJfSi^, 
In calm serene repose the ey<et^ng hq^^i, 
Of his unsullied life. So shall his sun« 
Setting in tranquil beauty^ leave a train 
Of pure and doii^e^ hght j so praised and loved 
Shall he sipk dow^ (p r^st. 

Doge. This is not all. 

On, on, my lord! , , 

Erisf. Fitter fc^ If s ^ man 

Who shaH remember in this state of Venice 
There is another power great ias^vhimself. 
And greater than the people. Howsoever _. 
Thou hast the be^ripg» Pog^, qj^- a bifliruj prince, — ^ 
To us thy iiubjects, tho^ ajct l?jut t]^^,he^4 , ? . 
Of the Venetian nobles. Thy proiid vsjkk 
Was given by them, thy equals. Each great name 
That now surrpunds thee hath in turn adorned 
Thy splendid office. Not a npl^Ie hous^ 
But is a link in the resplendent chain 
Of old Venetian story. We are born . 

Lords of the Adriatic ; not a n^i^e 
But hath been vpwed her spouse. Think not such names 
Are common sounds ; they have ^ music in them. 
An odorous recollection, they are part . 

Of the old glorious p^st. Their country knows . 
And loves the lofty echo which gives back . 
The memory pf the buried great ; and we 
Their sons — Oh our own names are watchwords tpus 
That call to valour and to victory. 
To goodness and to freedom. This hast thou 
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Forgotten. Every creeping artisan. 
Every hard-handed smoky slave is nearer' 
To our great Doge than we : to them all smiles 
And princely graciousness — to us all frowns 
And kingly pride. Fitter for us a Doge 
Of a congenial spirit, to pireside 
Over our councils, and to guard and guide 
The Senate and the State. 

Zeno, Perhaps Erizzo 

Would deign to wear this care-encompassed crown ? 
Fy! Fy! 

Eriss. My voice is for Donato, Sir ! 

Cos, My father *Doge of Venice ? Never! Never! 
He will not, must hot, shalt not* AH the world 
Would join in one reproach ; the very stones 
Of Venice would cry out ; ahd we, his children— 
Oh we should die of grief and shame ! What he 
Supplant his friend, his dearest frieiid ? Oh never ! 
Father, thou wilt not ? 

Sen. Silence ! 

Eriz. Signor Cosmo 

Thou art not yet a Senator. 

Cos. My lords, 

I pray your pardon ; but if I had seen 
A venomed serpent coiling round his limbs 
And pressing him within its deadly clasp. 
Would ye have blamed the cry that Nature sent ? — 
Thou wilt not be the Doge ? 

Don. Never ! 

Cos. My father 

Forgive me that I feared. How could I fear ! 
Forgive me. 

Doge. Noble boy !— Hast thou said alH 
That I am old, and that I love the people? 
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Are these my crimes ? Oh I am doubly guilty ! 

I love them all^ even ye thatIov:e me not ! 

I cannot chuse but love ye, for ye are 

Venetians, quick, and proud, and sparkling eyed, 

Venetians, brave and free. . Ye ^^re the lords 

Of the bright sea-built c|ty* beautiful 

As storied Atheni^ ; or the gorgeous pride 

Of Rome, eternal Rome ; greater than kings 

Are ye Venejiw nobles— ye are free ; . 

And that is gr^.^tn^ss and nobility,. . . 

The source and end of power. That I have made 

Liberty common as the common air. 

The sun-light, pf the. rippling waves , that wash 

Our walls; that, ev^iry citizei^ h^tli been 

Free as a Senator ; that I have ruled 

^ ',t ' ' ... 4 

In our fair Vei^ce, as a father .rules . 

In his dear household, nothing intermitting 

Of need&l discipline, but quenching fear ^ 

In an indulgent kindness ; these ye, call 

My crimes. They are my boasts. Yes, I do love 

The honest, artizaps; there's not a face 

That smiles up at me with a kindly eye 

But sends a warmth into my heart, a glow 

Of buoyant youthfiilness. Age doth not freeze 

Our human sympathies ; the sap fails not 

Although the tnmk be rugged. Age can feel, 

And think, ^nd apt. Oh noble Senators, 

Ye do mistake my crime. I am too young ; 

I am not like to die ; and they who wait 

Wax weary for my seat. I do not dote. 

My lord Erizzo ; Yet-— ; (SbotUs tmthouLJ 

Foscari ! Foscari ! 

... 

Doge. What mean those shouts ? 

Cos. Francesco Foscari ! 
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There lites no olheri whom a grateful people 
Would greet as with one heart. 



JSftl^ Foscari. 
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Ze»o. My Lord Francesco I 

Doge. My son^ my very sojei t Now I am yoong 
And great and happy ! Now I reign again» 
My noblest son ! 

Fos. Father 1 Why this isjoy 

Deeper than victory ! Dost feel my heart ? 

Doge. Art thou unhurt ? 

Fos. Untouched. I almost dhame 

To want one ^(^r|ou0 scar. • How weU hie is ! ^ 

What fire is in his eyesi Cosmo^ thou too^*t- 
But I have tidings that the Doge must liear 
Upon his throne. SBghticfogs^^aoiou* lords i 
Myfather« — take thy 8t&te« , .? 

Erix. (aside) Lost* lost 1 ABloef t 

Another hour and that most hated boy * 
Had been most welcome! -, • . . . . , .; 

Fos, (to Cosmo) Still as lovc^Ijr^ Cosmo t^- 

And stiB as true ? .; '^ 

Cos. Y^sl y«i - - 

Fos. Will not Ihe Doge k 

Assume the accustctned seat? . > >^'' 

Doge. . My soBj Ihese lords'^ 

These Senators, these mighty ones of Vemee 
Have, found thy fkther old. Hadst thou returned 
Some half hour later, thou hadst seen the throne 
Filled by bonato, or his coui^ Count 
Which hath thy voice, Francesco ? 

Fos. Thou not Doge! 

Erizzo climb into thy honoured seat, 
Honoured l>y thee I Or thou. Donate, thou 
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Join with this £dae^ ungralefttli lleertfeis senafei 

This shadow and this moekiky of wisdom. 

To cast aside the hest and truest heart 

That ever njade our Yenice rich and proud 

And great and happy^ to throw off thy Prmee 

Like a» old gaftiiebt t Shattne ! Thou that didst caH 

Thyself his ftiefnd ! Shame ! shame ! My dearest Coomo, 

This was a grief to thee» Oh shame i shame ! shame f ^ 

Don. Rated again, apd by a boy I I tell thee 
I would not be the Dog& • .:.:■"' 

Zeno. My Loid Fra»cesdo> 

Thy tidings. > 

Fos. Take thy state, I>c^ Foaoui. ' - ' 

From thee didlreeetTe iB^ n^idmswm^d, " 

From thee my h^fa eommisaioB^ to -iisne otlier ~^ 
Will I resigo tii0B»; S^nfttor&of Yei^cei- > v 

Ingrates! I bring ye victory aiid peaiee. 
Victorious p^ft0e'l« Bresdhkfiee^aiid Miittr 
Sues at yotir feet fofr^peocre,' Hec haiighly Dikke 
Is Sforza's prisoner^ — ^my prisoner^ DogOj, ^' ^ '^ 

And Sforsa^weds. faia heir* ' 

Don. Ha! 

Fos. (giving letters to the Doge J Eigiit daya 
He will be here; 45ee.whiBit be writesy my lord. . 
The Sraate is amazed ; yet from the^ Add 
"We sent ye^somewbat of this glorious tale. 

Eriz. Those letters reached inet Yemee. 

Fos. Count Eriassby 

I met the messenger^ and staid my horse 
To ask him of my father. He had stopt 
Short of the palace, but had safely given 
The padket to a Senailor,. Erizzo, 
Thou wast the man. Look at him, jEe that efw 
Saw guilt ooze out in shame f H^y, tremble not ; 
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I pardon thee. There is no other vengeance 
For low dishonour. It would stain my sword 
To dip it in thy blood. 

Eri%* My Lord Francesco^ 
I yet may find a time ^ 

Fos. I pardon thee. ... 

Doge. Sforza says.here, this Brescian victory . .^ 
Was gained by thee. Zeno» read there-^just there* , 

Fos. Here is the treaty^ Doge ; already signed . . 
By Milan, Sforza, and myself: add thou 
Thy venerable name, Doge Foscari. 
So— having crowned a long and glorious reign 
With glorious peace^ let me,, thy son, pluck off 
This envied bonnet from thy honoured head. 
Wear it the worthiest ! Never wiU it clip 
Within its golden cirdet.such high thoughts, -■..-.. 
Such a brave love of freedom, such a warm 
And generous faith in man. Proud lords of Venice, 
Ye ne'er deserved him. My .good swords lie there ! 
I am no more your general* ^ Pass we forth 
Together, my dear Father, private men-r - 
Rich in the only wealth the world can give, 
A spotless^^name. 

Doge* Richest in thee. Nay, Zeno ! . . ^ 

Zeno. Ye must not leave us, lords. Doge, if again 
We had to chuse, our choice again would fall 
On Foscari. Is't not so ? 

Eriss. (apart to a Sen.) Sail with the stream , 

Foscari ! — I'll find a time — . 

Senators. Foscari! Foscari! . . 

Doge. One stiH is silent. 

Cos. Now, my Father, now ! 

For thy £Eune's sake. . . 

Don. On Foscari. 
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Cos^ Thanks! thanks! 

Now dare I l<)ok upon that reverend fece, 
And grasp this hand again. 

Fos. Kd we not know thee ! 

Doge* Senators, countrymen, at yoiir behest • 
J wear once more the crown. 

Fos. '^ * ■ Oh, no! no! no! 

Bear not again that burthen. 

Doge. My Francesco, 

Take up thy sword again, thy knightly sword — 
I am too proud of thee !— thy stainless sword ! 
Now, good my lords, our felk>w-^itizens 
Must be made happy in this glorious tab. ' 
First to prodaim the peace ; theii; with itiieek hearts, 
Lowlily, with a steadfast thankfulness 
Pour out our bomage to the Lord of Peace 
In his own temple. This high duty o'er, 
I bid ye to the palace ; we must grac6 
Our soldier with some revelry. Donate, 
Thou wilt be there, and Cosmo-'^*will ye not ? 
And our Camilla, lady of the feast, - * - 

And of the heart. ^ Come to us, dear Ddnato« < ^ 

Eriz. (apart to Don.) Are ail his taimts forgotten ? 

Don. No! I caittiot. 

Doge. Think better of it, Zeno! — Follow soon, 
Francesco ! — Zeno, is this storm the end 
Of our dark prophecy ? [Exeunt Doge^ Zeno Sf Senators. 

Fos, Sigiior Donato, 

I have a feeling here of deep old love 
That tells hie I have wronged thee. If I have, 
Forgive me ! 

Cos. Father, canst thou turn away 

When Foscari speaks those words which mortal ear 
Ne'er heard him utter ? 
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Fos: " If I did mistake, 

'Twas in my Fathar's cause \ 'twas sucji a wrong 
As Cosmo would have done for thee. Forgive me. 
For h^ dea.r &ake« 

£rf». f^^aDonO B^^w^^tt^r*" Shame t" 

Don. Erizzo^ 

Think'st tihou I can forget ! Not even for Jher. 
Stay me not, Cosmo* • • [Eadi Donatin 

Cos. Go, for I can trust 

Thy kind heaxt. Father ! Love,, who is so strong 
In gentleness^ Love and his bondman Time 
WiU conquer anger^ We mwt now submit* 
To-morrow— 
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Fqsm . . .Oh ! .what a long ltf§,pf loye,, . . ^ . : 

Must I give up ! To-morrow ! I am here. 
Here in this i!ta|ipj Venice^ wJUioh she ma^ei). 
The palace of hes beaiity, where the aii^ 
Is sweetened b^ her breathy and her young voice 
Floats on the brees^ like music. I am herer-^ 
Divided fron hev but by envious walls* 
Clouds that conceal mj sun. Had'st thou, but s^ei) 
How I urged on my mettled courser's speedi 
M; matcUett Swbary horse, tiU bis pure jet 
Wfta pounced with snowy flakes ; or how I strove 
To graft my hot i m p sf tw ffce on the duU 
And sluggish b^dl^ieif : ^ with what a stroke 
I ddl d»e waA^ ; ok how leapt ashore — - 

Cos. I can believe 't— ^ — 

Fos. Tb^ I nught sooner gain 

By one half bo«r her presence 1 And to bear 
This longing till to-morrow ! Thou must say 
All this and more» m\Qh more, of love aod hope 

And &>iid u^p^tj^nee* T^ber^'^--^ 

Cos. TW thyself 
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Shalt tell her thes^ si^^seet things^ mixed with a world 

Of lovers' eloquence^ of looks and sighs. 

And broken word)3. Aye, Foscari) thou ibyaelf 1 

Fos. But how ? Where ? When ? 

Cos. Tx^mg^^ For one short faomr 

Steal firom the fe&st its hero. My good fathier. 
Who, like ft hiicl^ fore-run^ the sumnMr mx^ 
Seeks his nest ebrly. Thou mayst ask lor md - 

And find Camilla. 

Fos. ', Blessings on thee^ friend ! 

Eriss. To night ! [Exii. 

Fos. Wehave a hearer. 

Cos. He is gone. 

Fos. Bewaife Aat s^sMlh EMsMro^ deatrest Cosmo, 
Beware.! 

Cos. Nay, Posi^&H, I^ fn^ cantfon thee 
Beware suspicion I l%ink Imn iiteeoent 
Till thou hast proved him guilty. Blaeket^g doubt 
Beseems not thy doar breiast. • S^^feep It €tway« ^ -^ 

Fos. Oh^ how I \o!^ 4he beautiftd nlistfeiksss • ' « 
Of thy unbounded charity ! ^ntatnUtll*^ « . . = . i 
Didst thou not see hfitt whlspetiitg 'DcMfto t* \ <r.f ^ ^^oU 
We will not think ^fhiA^.^ SothaqfC iiiMia ^ '^- - ^M 
Talk of nde eft^^^ « /•««'! y>> •- ? '^rr*' j^^. ...*,... -ru 

Cos. ''.Yes." :- V ' . ■•' ..:; ■ . .,..- .A 

Jb*. •••• ' Ofc, -i iwis^ s»*1' • • - ■' ■• -f' 

But it is such a joy to keaar &at yes 1 . > 

Doth she— {^Shout^^oiAm.) 

Cos. ' Hark t thou ai<t€tell^. The^iz^na ^. 
Demand their Ijten^al. Oo4 

Fos. r^ rMhCT^face 

An enemy in battle. ■:.....,> 

Cos. Thottwa^^wcftrt 

To love the people, Foscari. 
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Fos. I would drain 

The last drop fu, my veins for them and freedom ; 
But these loud shouts, this popular acclaim. 
This withering, perishing blast of vulgar praise. 
Whose noisy echoes, do shake off the flush 
Of Fame's young blossoms— rOh, I hate theiii all ? 
True honour should be silent, spotless, bright, ; 
Enduring ; trembling even at the breath 
That wooes her beauty. 

Cos» Come. ' [Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 

A Roam in the Erixzo Palace. 

m 

- Count Erizxo entering. 

Eriz. Seek Signor Celso.— Baffled, spumed, con- 
temned. 

Pardoned — the insolent ! But he shall feel 

All lost ! For old Donato, shallow fool, 

Hath in his anger a relenting spirit 

And will yield easy way at the first tear 

The fair Camilla sheds — ^the very first ! 

She hath but to cry Father, and to hang 

About his neck and his light wrath will melt 

Like snowflakes in that rain. How the dull Senate 

Cowered at the haughty soldier's feet ! Even I 

Thinks he I too can pardon ! He shall find 
My hate immortal. Nothing stands between 

Me and the crown but Foscari. To-night 

This Celso, as I have good cause to know. 
Can wield -a dagger well— to-night he goes 
To meet his lady love— to-night— alone — 
I can detain young Cosmo* 
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Enter Celso. 

CeIso> friend, 
Thou comest at a wish. Where hast thou been ? 

CeL Where I am stunned with shouts of Foscari, 
And dazzled with the glare of tinselled gauds 
Hung out to honour him. The palaces 
Are clothed with tissues, velvets, cloths of gold 
And richer tapestry. The canals all strewed 
With floating flowers, through which dark gondolas 
Dart as through some bright garden. All is lost. 
And I must leave dear Venice. Count, farewell ! 

Erix. Why must thou go ? 

CeL A3k my hard creditors. 

Eriss, Celso, I have a thousand ducats here 
For him that rids me of a ctioging plague. 

C^/. A thousand ducats ! 

• • . • ■ . <^ •> '1 

Eriz. Hast thou still thy dagger ? 

In, and ril teJI thee more. This very, night,! _ ^ 

[Exemtm 
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END OF ACT THE SECOND. 
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' SC^NE I, 
An Apartment in the Dcnato Palace* 

■ V 

J)0iatQ,: Ctwrilla and Laura. 

r 

Laura. Cainffla, ^y 8^0 diro6p!ng t 

Cawi. This hatih been 

A long and weary day ; there is a heats 
A gtoom, a he&yy ddsenpSi^. See^ this rose 
Is withering too, lliat Was Bo ftesh imd &ir — 
Tilie white musk-rose — that which he used to love. 

Laura. It was no day for Venice. 'Twould have been 
A calm sweet stillness in our country home, 
Bowered amid green leaves and growing flowers, 
With fragrant airs about us, and soft light. 
And rustling birds. 

Don* The sky portends a storm. 

To bed, Camilla ! 

Cam. Father! dearest father. 

Have I displeased thee ? ' 

Dan. No! To bed! To bed! 

Laura, good night. [Exit. 

Cam. He used to call me child, 

His dearest child ; and when I grasped his hand 
Would hold me from him with a long fond gaze. 
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And stroke my bair and kiss my brow^ and bid 
Heaven bless his sweet Camilla ! And to nigbt 
Nought but to bed ! to bed ! 

Laurtu Believe it, Cousin, 

A thing of accident. - 

Cam. And Cosmo comes not ; 

He sends not to me — ^he that never broke 
His plighted word before ! And Laura ! Laura ! 
Foscari is in Venice, is returned 
Triumphanft, and he comei^ not, sends not, Laura ! 
And when I askof him ^y father frowns 
Sternly on his poor child. ^ 



Dm. >'<^^ My pt6l;^^^)My 



ii> 'M^\.' ..i-'U' I 



,U:V 



I coukLnot goiti^ff^st, iS^ I had said 

Heaven bkss theo^t---'- y ■■' v'^-h^^ , ^i.. o--'^^- 'k.v : nv: A 
Cam. ^^• '•^■ ^^M-Mjf- Mar^Attbort''* r'^y^^ ^> -• ■». -'-: L 

Don. - :-Xi }»r-i «*^i f f>'i • '^^- ^^'Wjiatilf^iliki?-' I 

CSsiTk'sOh! gratitude and love and joy ' 
Are in that tear« dear tatiietUf*^wA ene^kMriiitr^ ^ /. 
One fear-*M» ^ 

l>on. Sweet66^ good night I . ^ . .: : < T 

Ca99>. Foscari, father? 

Dan. To bed my own CamiHa ! [Exit^ 

Cam. Not a word. 

Laura. Sometl»g ifoieks in him deeply. 

Cam. ^ l^haw^kkdi.: 

How exquisitely fond J Cosmo must know. 
And, Laura, Cosmo never flies from thee, : i 

And thou may'st ask*-« 

LaurcL^s J wiU^Iwill^swediiGo®! . 

Look, dearest, at the glancing gandolaa * .* i 

D 
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Shooting along, each with its little light. 
Like stars upon the water. Whither go they ? 

Cam. To the proud Ducal Palace, where they hold 
High feasting in his honour. There the dance^ 
And the quaint masque, and music's softer strains 
Minister to his praises. 

Laura, And the ear 

That would drink in so eagerly that sweet praise. 
The heart that would leap up at every sound 
Rejoicing, the glad eyes — ^Would thou wert t^ere I 

Cam. Ah ! would I were, since Foscari is there ; 
That is enough for me ! Where'er he is. 
In tent or battle-field — Hark ! what is that 2 
That music ? Oh 'tis he ! 'tis Foscari ! 
Dost thou not know the sti'ain, the wandering strain, 
Trembling and floating like a spirit's song. 
With many a — Hark again ! — 'Tis he ! 'tis he I 
That air belongs to him even as a name 
It thrills my very heart. Am I not pale ? 

Laura* No ; the bright blood floats trembling in thy 
cheek. 
Most like that wandering music. 

Cam. There is pain 

In this excess of joy. 

Laura. He comes. 

Enter Foscari. 

Fos. Camilla! 

Sweetest Caimilla ! 

Cam. Thou art come at last 

Francesco ! 

Fos. My Camilla — Come at last ! 

Why this is chiding ! Can'st thou chide, Camilla ? 

Laura. Aye, or she were no woman. 
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Fos. Lady Laura ! 

Forgive me that I saw you not. Camilla, 
Chide on — nay thou art filing — Come begin ! 
I'd rather hear thy chidings than the praise 
Of all the world beside* Let me but hear 
Thy Yoice^ whate'er thou speakest. 

Cam. Dear Francesco, 

Thou hast been long away* / 
Fos* Oh very long 1 

Cam. And where ? 

Fo8. Away from thee. That is enough ; 

Where thou art not I keep no count of place 
Nor time, nor speech, nor act. 

Cam. Yet tell me where. 

Fo8* Where I have dreamt of courts and camps and 
fields 
Of glorious battle. A long weary dream 
To him, who loves to bask him in thy smiles, 
And Uve upon thy words. 

Cam. Yet hast thou lost 

Ten weary hours to-day. 

Fos. ' Why this, indeed. 

Is chiding, my Camilla. I have been 
At the Palace, at the Senate hall, at Church, 
Have undergone a grand procession, love. 
And a long dreary feast. 

Cam. And is that all ? 

Fos. And is not that enough ? Would'st thou crowd in 
More tediousness? Oh thou unmerciful ! 

Cam. But why not first — sure he is thinner, Laura, 
Thinner and paler? 

Laura. Nay, he is the same. 

Cam. Why not first come to me ? 
Fos. Perhaps I love 

D 2 



36^ FoscAi^. [act nr. 

To visit my heart's treasure by that Mght 
When misers seek thehr buried hoards ; to steal 
Upon the loved one^ like a mermaid's song. 
Unseen and floating between sea and sky ; 
To creep upon her in love's loveliest hour, 
Not in her daylight beauty with the glare 
Of the bright sun around her, but thus pure 
And white and delicate, under the cool moon 
Or lamp of alabaster. Thus I love 
To think of thee^ Camilla ; thus with flowers 
About thee and fresh air, and such a light. 
And such a «tiUnes& ; thus I dream of thee. 
Sleeping or waking. 

Cam, Dost thou dream of me ? 

Fo8. Do I! witiiout that lovely mockery. 
That sweet unreal joy, how could I live 
When we are parted ? Do I dream of thee ! 
Dearest, what ail& thee ? Thou art not to night 
As thou art wont, thine eyes avoid my gaze, '. 

Thy white l^nd trembled and turns cold in mine. , 
What ails thee, dearest ? Hast thou heard — rr^Wliat feas 
Disturbs thee thus, Camilla ? 

Cam. I will tell thee. 

Cosmo is absent ; my dettr lather grieyed^; . 

There is high feasting in thy princely home 
And I not there ; and thou not here till oaw, . 
At midnight, when my father sleeps, and Cosmo . . 
I9 still away. Are ye all friends ? Say Fosc^ri . 
The very truth. 

Fo*. Well! Thou shalt hear the truth. 
Cheer thee ! 'Tis nought to weep for. At th^ Senate 
There were to-day some hasty words. — ^Erizzo, 
Thy subtle kinsman, he was most to blame — 
I was too hot, too rash ; but I implored 
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Donato's pardoHi and am half forgiven ; 
Though yielding to the crafty County besbttiined 
To sup with us to-oight. 

Cam. Ah I Jliadf(^ped — . 

Fos. There 19^0 cause f^r fear. Thi$ isUddea ^torm 
Is but a July shower that sweeps aws^y 
The o'erblown rodes. Cosmo is oar friend^ 
Our truest warmest friend ; and w^Yi thou ls;i|[ow'8t 
Thy father s kindly heart ; he lovea thee so ; 
Aye, and he loves: w toQ ; ^nd he duall teire me 
Better than ever. r 

• — 

Lm>fQr* ' He shall love ! Lord Foscari 

Thou'rt a true spldier. Wilt thou Wfiqmit love ? ' 

Fos. Surely* 

Laura, Andho^? 

Fos. By loVe, and gratitude^ 

And deep respect, and true obf^rvanee* J^uf^f ' 
Shake not th^iliessd, Ca^Ua. He shall love me. 
What is he not thy father ! Smile on me. 
Think'st Uioti that if I feared to lose thee I 
Should be thus ttanquU ? lExU L(iur€f. 

Cam. No* But at my heart 

There i9 a heavy, ^ense of commg pin, 
A deepaad sed fol^boding. 

Fos. Thou hast been 

Vexed to-day, $^eete9ty «jnd thy weary thoughts 
Tinge the brigbt fiijbure »^itb tjie f^oovay j^ast 

Cam. Well, be it so. And yet I would to Jieaven 
That 4hfc one liigbt were .over t!— Wtore is Laura ? 

Fos. She ^Uded off, wUii a kind paring smile; 
And a ffmk gparkle in her eyej ih&t^id ; 
Ye will not miss me ! 

Cam. Ayev her jnerry glance ; '. 
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V 

But we do miss her. 'Twas a saucy thought^ 
My pretty gentle Laura ! 

Fos. She is grown. 

Cam. Yes, tall and beautiful and rarely good. 

Oh 'tis the kindest heart ! We think she'll make 

What is that noise? 

Fos. Nothing. A distant door. 

What startles thee, Camilla ? 

Cam. My own heart. 

Hark how it beats, painfuQyi fearfully ! 
Hush I hush ! Again that noise ! > 

Fos. Tis thunder, lovci 

And that hath ^rred thy spirits. Cheer t^ee, dearest \ 
A soldier's wife should be as brave as steel. 
What did'st thou say of Laura ? 

Cam. She will make 

A sweet wife for our Cosmo» 

« 

Fos. And doth he 

Love the young beauty ? 

Cam. He hath scarce forgot 

To treat her as a child, the dearest child. 
The loveliest and the gentlest, — ^but a child. 

Francesco, thou must praise her Ha ! again ! 

That is no thunder-clap. My father's door V 
Oh go! go! go! 

Fos. My dear Camilla, no I 

Thou can'st not fear me, I will be as calm. 
As humble-— 



Cam. Go! go! go! I die with fear ;— -*i^ 

He is so rash, so sudden ; — He will kill thee ! 

Fos. Here ! Under his own roof! In thy dear sight ! 
Thy own dear father ! 

Cam. He will part us, Foscari ! 

Go!- 
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Fos> Well, I go. But my Camilla—— 

Cam. Go ! 

Fos, Dearest^ farewell ! 

Cam. Not that way ! — ^That ! there ! 

there! 
Leap from the window in the corridor. 
From the low balcony ! 

Fos. Farewell ! [Exit. 

Cam. I'm glad 

That he is gone. Fear hath so mastered me 
I stumble on the level floor. Thank heaven 
They are both safe, my dearest Foscari, 
My dearest &ther ! There's no dtager now ; 
And yet the night grows wilder. What a flash ! 
And I have sent him forth into the storm, ' 
I^ that so love him ! I have sent him forth 
Into this awful storm ! Protect him, Heaven ! 
I thought I heard the window — Can those steps 
Be his? 

Don. {without) Help ! help ! base traitor ! Foscari ! 
Murder! 

Enter Laura. 

Laura. What*fi that ? 

Cam. Undo the door — I cannot — 

Undo the door ! My father ! [Exeunt. 

Laura, (behind the scenes) Who hath done 
This horrible deed ? 

Cam. (behind the scenes) My f^^r ! murder ! mur- 
der! 
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An Uluminaiied Hall in the Ducal Palace. 

DogCf Coun^ JHehOs Ladies and GbMletntn. ' 

Doge. Now for some stirring air to wake the spirits 
Of mirth and motion. Sweet ones, to the dance! « 
Where is this Foscari ? Gentles, in my youth 
He had beei^ held a recreant ihak forsook 
The revel, and the light of ladies' eyee» - * 

And play of twinkling feet Degeneoate bgy ( 

Gent. Degeneca^e days ! Abl we ^ould tell miicdi tales 
Of the deep iperriment, the gorgeous banquel;^ .rj.. 

The high festhity of our old time t 
Thou may'st smiley Zi^o^ hut his Highoe^ kaows 
Bright imik 13 pa the wane, Our puny spoB 
Shew but faint flashesoftheu: father's fire. 1 .' 

Ze$io. Believe him not, fair msddsl 'Tis but the vaunt 
Of vaunting age. Believe him not. Why, Moro, 
Thy father in those mirthful days hath said 
The same to thee, and his to him; yet still 
'Tis merry Venice. Forty years to come 
We, too, may boast us of our jovial prime. 
Nor yet the world grow sadder. Fear it not. . ■^ ^ 
His Highness will not jdn thee, Sjgoor Mmo i 
He is too youthful-hearted. % 

Doge^ What a bribe 

Is that to aid thy cause ! But Moro's rights 
We were fine gallants. Niece, I prythee see - 
That all are welcomed. Where's thy sister Melfi ? 

Und Gent* Not yet returned from Rome. 

Doge, I would have had 
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All the fair stars of Venice here to night 
Shining in one bright galaxy. 

Geni. We miss 

Signor DonatQ's daughter. 

Doge. Aye, indeed, 

My pretty sweet Camilla !— JFair Oliviq,^ 
Let Trevisano lead thee to the dance. 
Were I. one ten years younger, trust me. Sir, 
I'd not resign this hand. Now a light measure. 

lA Dance. 
Is't not a peer}e«8 nymph t The youngest Grace 
Leading her linked sisters through the maae 
Of blossom'd myrtles upon Ida's side> . ' 
Is not 9Ki light of feet Rest thee, dear utaUL 
What is that? Thunder:? 

Zeno. Yes ; a fear&l 4Mrm» 

}t rages awfully. Hark! there again I 

Doge* Wdl ; we must keep suoh coil of merriment 
As shall outroar the rattling &tona. '* 

* *k • • 

Enter Foscmi* \ .;.■:■ ^ •: 

Ah, truant ! t 
How wilt thou make thy peace t 

Fos. I read no war 

In these fiiir looks* 

Zeno. Peace 18 more perflous. 

Fos. Aye, tfiily, JSieao. ' . 

Zeno. Whithev ^hast^^tt 4Jeen ? 

.Watching her latlace but to catch a glimpse 
Of the swifi slender shadow fiiat glides past - 
So gracefully, clouding the soft dim light i 

Fos. Pooh! Pooh! 

Zeno. And^ith a true devolion bent 

Uncoveved at her shrine ? Why thou art wet ! 
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This is some new device of gallantry^ 
Some trick of Milan courtship. 

Fob, Tush, man, tush ! 

Ho ! a brisk measure ! Drown with merry notes 
Count Zeno's merry riddles ! Wilt thou dance • 
With me, dear lady ? Do not say me No ! 

Lady, Oh, no ! 

Fos. Why that should mean Oh yes! 

Doge. Good 

niece. 
Will not the Lady Claudia join the dance*? 
Seek her. I'm young and light enough to night 
To mingle there myself. What ails the music ? 
Quicker ! Why break they off? Dear Zeno ask. 

Fos. Murdered ! Impossible ! I only left — 
I am myself— It cannot be. Play on ! 
On with the dance ! 

Gent. Here is a man hath seen him. 

One who still shakes with fear. 

Fos. Bring him to me ! 

Where is he? Where? 

Doge. Zeno, what is this tale ? 

Zeno. A tale of horror ! 

Enter Erizzo. 

Eriss. Justice, Doge of Venice ! 

A Senator lies reeking in his blood, 
Murdered in his own palace. Justice, Doge ! 

Fos. What Senator ? 

Eriss. Canst thou ask that ? Donato*. 

Doge. Donato murdered ! the beloved Donate ! 
The second name of Venice ! Mine old friend ! 
Lojrds, to the council. This is not a tale 
For woman's gentleness. Good night to all. 

lExeunt Ladies , cmd some Gentkmak^ 
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Would he had ta*en my hand ! 

Fos, He is not dead*«» 

It must be false^ it shall be ! 

Eri%> What dost thou 

Doubt of Donato's death ? Thou ? 

Fos. Hearken, Doge! 

His voice hath mockery in it, sharp and loud 
As the clear ring of metals : he speaks not 
As we, who heard the tale^ in broken words 
And breathless ; his teeth chatter not ; his lips 
Are firm ; there is no trembling in his limbs, 
No glare in his keen eyes. None but a fiend. 
Fresh from the reek of murder, could so master 
The human sympathy, the fellowship 
Of Nature and of kind. 

Doge. Yet wherefore — 

Enter Cosmo. 

Cos, Justice ! ' 

Fos. Beloved friend ! 

Cos. Off! Off! I come for justice, 

For equal justice ! 

Doge. Thou shalt have it. 

Cos. Doge! 

For equal justice ! 

Doge. Was he not my friend ? 

Am I not thine? 

Cos. Aye — so the murderer said ! — 

Friend ! the word chokes me. 

Fos. Griefhath turned his brain. 

Doge. Thou shalt have justice. 

Cos. ' 'Tis no midnight thief. 

No hired assassin, no poor petty villain; — 
This is a fall, as of the morning star, 

3 
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A death such as the first great dayer saw 
When Abel lay at his feet,-7-but I'll have justice ! 
There be hearts here will crack, old irali^uit hearts 
When they shall hear this tale, — ^but I'll have justice ! 

Doge. Go some one call the gyard* [E^t Er4%%a/ 

Name the assassin. 

Cos. Have I not ! Whither doth he fly 4 

Fos. Camilhi! 

My poor Camilla ! . . 

Cos. Thine ! And the earth hears Inm 
And opens no( ber womb ! The heavens hes^r 
And launch no thuBderbolts ! This work im imue. 
Hold firm my heart, ^Cousin ! Erizzo r 

« 
Enter Efisssso and Gkctrd. 

Eriz. Seize 

Francesco Foscari. Nay stand not thus 
Ga^^g on one another. Seize him. Doge, 
He is the murderer. 

Dogei . Away with thee, 

Traitor and slanderer ! He is my son—- ' 
Stir not a man of 3^0 1 '-^My 000, th^ idol ' 

Of city fliid of camp. His life hath been 
One blaze of honour. Come to my old funia$,— 
Speak not a trord— <'tby naine is pVsdge enough 
My son ! 

Eriz. Ye kxiow your 4ttty« Seiiie him, soldiers. 

Fos. Approach me at your peril* Know ycFu not 
Tb«i very wmm»g bow yon serpent lay 
Under my heel unbruised^ a -thing of 45Coriii i 
Look not 9|)w m^ lords, with doubting ^yes. 
Ye dare not doubt me — even to deny 
Is in some sort a stain ! — My shiekl is bright. 
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Ye force me to these vaunts ! I ooukl not tlnnk 
A crime. 

Eriz. Bear l^n^e die murderer; {aside.) P«lste« 
wither 
The cowardly arm and plotting farain that feared 
To strike him dead at once ! (aloud) Seize him, I say, 

Fos. Now he thai: dares ! 

Cos. Francesco Foscari, 

I do arrest thee for this murder. • 

Fos. Thou! 

Come forth into the light I Off with those plom^sl 
Look at me ! Is this G^sniio ? Hath sonle fieiM 
Put on that shape ? Speak to me ! 

Cos. Murderer ! 

Fos. To-day he called me brother ! — Deal with me 
Even as ye will. 

Eriz. Look to him, soldiers, well. 

That he escape not. 

Fos. ' Sir, the Foscari 

Know not what that word means. I wait your [Measure. 

Cos. Doge ! Doth he hear me ? Once I could have 
wept 
For such a grief, for him ; now I am steeled 
By merciless misery, made pitiless 
By one that hath no pity. Look ! he stands 
With such a calm of virtue on liis brow. 
As if he would outface the all-seeing God 
With that proud seeming. Foscari, the dead 
Shall cry aloud in heaven, and I on earth, 
Till vengeance overtake thee. Doge of Venice, 
I call on thee for justice on thy son. 

Fos. Father ! — Oh, start not ! — I am innocent. 
Hear that, and breathe again. Sir, I commit 
My life, my honour, the unsullied name 
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Of my great ancestors^ of him the greatest 
My living father — even his name I trust 
To my just cause, and the just laws of Venice. 
I am your prisoner. 

[Exeunt Foscari, guarded, Erizzo and Cosmo* 

Zeno, Doge! 

Doge. Those lights ! Those lights ! 

They pierce my eye-balls, dart into my brain ! 
If there be any pity left i' the world 
Make me a darkness and a silence^ Zeno, 
That I may pray. 

Zeno. Lead to his chamber, Sirs. [Exeunt. 



END OF ACT THE THIRD. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE L 
A Hall qfJiistice. 

Cosmo, Erizzo, SenatorSi and Officers. 

Erissxo. Is all prepared for trial ? 

Officer. AIL The Doge 

Approaches. 

Senator. Will the Doge preside ? 

2nd Senator. He comes. 

How different from his step of yesterday ! 
How hurried, yet how slow ! 

Enter Doge and Count Zeno. 

Zeno. Let me assist 

Your Highness. 

Doge. No. 

Zeno. His robes encumber him ; 
Support them* 

Doge. Why will you torment me, Sir, 

With this officious care? These flowers are naught. 
Go bring me pungent herbs, hyssop and rue 
And rosemary; odours that keep in sense — 
I have forgot my handkerchief. 
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Zieno. T^ke this. ^ S 

Dojge. I am an old man newly atang^ith grief—* '-' 

Thou hast forgiven me, Zeno ? Are ye ready ? 

Where is the accuser ? I ;. 

Erizzo. May it please your Highness 

Call forth the prisoner. 

Efder Foscarif guarded. ! 

Cosmo. Oh not thou go^d jp^g^ ; ; .v- 

Spare those white haitpsl 

Dogr^. ;, ; ji I?^i^y^<<^pityin(8i : .! Mi 

Sir, those white hairs are Uresis oB^fock. ; i/ 

I tell ye, Sirs^,auv:g yp?ter»^ :jyX:]^i«pd . 
Is dried up in my ^iceins, ^g^ heairt ia,^ip0d 
^ To stone ; but I am Doge of Veniee still 
And know my office^^ FeaiMW^npti Fi?^ncesco !%...• I 
Francesco Foscari — Sir, i& he th^e I ■ ,."iv;:^H y : f 

My eyes are old and difii^ cOivA?;.'^^*. 

Foscari. I am here Father A J yr;.} ; ,-? .. 

Doge ! I am hepci» . : . ' 'v v.r *) ./i-:; ^v i 

Doge* Frandeseo SBosicari. . . ? ^: * :, ?/ 7ii>i . : i) T 

Thou art arraigned for the foul ikudidgfat nndddcx - : A 
Of the senator Ddimto. -AiH thcMl famoi^ht ? 
Or guilty? 4 -i.vviji-^ 

FosearL Canst thou ask? Theirefth^boBU'bgbc^^ >« •. J 
That knows not yet the guiltiness of thought, l . \ 
Is not from such crime whites* ' * '■•: ' .-' ' -* ; ) 

Doge. Gracious heaiim ^ ./ : ^ - 'V 

I thank tbee! Konrtfae velgbl^lB off my souL > '. 
I sinned in my black felt?. Wher#*8 the aoensttrf ^ > ^ 

Let him stand fbrtlui OoffipiD^BighMr DMfto> ^ ^ 

Speak. r ' - ' . ' 

Erizzo. Look with how calm and proud a mien 
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The murderer stands^ whilst the poor son conceals 

His face ag^d; the wail. 
Doge* : Speak, pr'y thee, speak* 

Cosmo. Alas ! alas ! I cannot. We were fri^ids ^ 

Even from earliest childhood. I loved him — 

Oh how I loved him ! Aye and he loved me. 

With a protecting love, the firmest love ; 

For stronger, bolder, hardier, he to me 

... r 

Was as an elder brother. And his home 
Was mine, and mine was his — Oh he has sate 
A hundred times on that dear father*^ knee^ T 
His little head nestling a^inbt that breast, 
Where now — Oh FosOftri, hadst Ifaoa stain me 
My last word had beenr par^bm V But nqr fkther. 
And with a stediiiittt and liAidtering ^heek ' ' ' 
Tolisten ^ 

Foscari. Cosmo! 1 "am innocent. ' - ' 

Yet, Heaven knows, I grieve— 

Cosmo. Camilla's father — 

Poor, poor Camilla! 

Erisszo. (aside) Ah thou hast it now ! - 

'Tis a fair woman's soft and liquid naine 
That stings thy soid ! Good, good;-^Ho ! Ofiicar ! 

[Apart ta an Office ^ gi^^ing H^n a paper. 
Deliver that and bring the witness hither, 
Look thou take no excuse. [Exit Officer. 

Doge, • Signor Donato, 

I pray you check these pardonable tears. 
Were this a place for passion, what's thy grief 
Measured with mine ? The death of all thy name 
To this suspense, this agony, this shame, 
That eats away the soul ? What is thy griefs ■ 
Master thyself, I say. Francesco Foscari 

£ 
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Stands thg?§ to^an&v^r to thy charge of murder. 
Produce thy proofs. - ' 

Erizxo, Bring iii tbq cpr^^. My Lord 
And ye* tte ^qual j udges, ap^JQ tUe . sqA . 

This miserable duty. I can tell, , . 

For I by chai^ceji^iis, ti^ei?^, thw tale of blood 

And mystery. The late unhappy feu4 

Is known to all^ ^eti^rnkig from St., Mark's 

With ray young l^n^man in his Gondola-r- 

For I had mis^ij^di oC 94i$r— we landed clo9e 

To the Donato PaUoe, asi the bell 

Was tolling mid^iight. 'Twas an awful stprm»; 

But by the il^hingdigMping WA saw OD^ 

Leap fronj- th^ balconyrr-ai Cairalier 

Splendid in dress and air. Thp lig^itmng gWed 

Full on his face and habiT^ unconcealed 

By hat or cloak^ an^'mBtax^y/we ki^w. 

Francesco Foscari. 

Zeno» Aactsijireofthat? 

Cosmo. Oh sure ! Too sure!- 

Erizsso. ; Pe p^ssc^d 3P cloise Qqiu^t.SijQno^ 

That my cloak brud^fj^.his vpstj but spr;apg a^ide,. 
As he had' n^t an add^i ^4^ ^^^^^ dQWA 
IiUp a waiting Gqndpla.. t qaUed*. 
But Foscari answered not ;. a^d Cosmo, spakf^j 
JSetwixta aig^ and smile, of fair'C^uEnjOilay 
Of their long lo vesj, a^^ of the ipioming's ire, 
■And how he hoped ij^df daik^and^dden dpu4 
Would speedily pa£|s £^way^ £ven as he spake^ 
Wlylst loitering on the steps, we heard a shriek 
Within the house^ so piercing, so prolpf^ged^.. 
So born of bitter anguish— rto this, hpur 
That shriek is ringing i^ min^. ear&! And when, 
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With tremUiiJg hearts and failing linf^bs, w6 scaled 

The' stairs^ we saw Donato bathed in blbodj 

And poor Camilla lyin^ on hb breast. 

Her arms strained round hia neek, as if she tried 

To keep in his dear life. [The corie Ibr ought in. 

The bbody witness 
Of thtt fonf deed is h^d. 

FoscarL l^ooirgood oMmnitf 

This is a grievous ^ght. 

Doge. Ghl Wdifld to H^ven 

That I so ky, and so — I pray tbee^'dn; 
Where are thy proofs ? 

Erizzo. They shalt cbnie siobn enca^. * 
D<mato» rouse thee! Look upon those wounds*! 
Think on the honoured dead !* 

Cosmo. •' Idard^otthink, 

For thought is frenzy. Lords ! The Count Erizzo 
Hath told ye how we found the corse. This sword, 
The well-known sword of l^bscari, was plunged 
Deep in his gory breast ; beside Imn lay 
This liait an4 cioakj the splieftidid soldier's garb 
Of Fodcari ; no mtin had £(ppr0^cbed the house 
Save only Foscari ; ahd his Ids^t word; 
Mingled with cries of murder and of tielp^ 
Was '* Foscari.'* Is that swdrd thibe ? Disown it, 
And, against oadi and proof and cii-cumi^tance. 
Thy word — thy naked Word — DfeoS^n tH^t sword. 
And give me back the blessed! fai^fi th£Ct trusts 
In man my fellow ! Look upon it well. 

Foscari. 'Tis mine. 

Cosmo. He's guilty. 'TwiaS the last faint hope 
On this side Heaven. 

Doge. Cosmo ! It is riot his — 

He knows not what he says — Give me the sword. 

r2 
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Foscari. *Tis mine ; that which lay sheathed in victory 
Before ye yesterday ; that which I bore 
Triumphing through. the battle. What a blaze ■ ..* . 

Streamed from the sparkling steel — how bright, ho^ 

How glorious, how Uke the light of Fame — 

A wild and dazzling fire ! Both, both are quenc^hed. 

The sword is mine ; but of this foulest deed 

I am as ignorant as the senseless blade. 

Zeno. Who heard Donato call on Foscari? 

Erizxo. Doge, thou hast asked for proofs^ for wit- 
nesses ; 
I have one here. , OiBcer, bast thou brought 
The lady? 

Officer. She attends. 

Erizzo. Go lead her in. [Exit Officer, 

Cosmo. What lady ? Sure thou canst not mean — r- 

Enter Officer leading Camilla. 

Foscari, Camilla! 

Cosmo. She walks as in a heavy dream ; her senses 
Are stupified by sorrow. Count Erizzo, 
Why dids't thou send for her ? Why bring her here ? 
Had we not breaking hearts enow before 
Without poor, poor Camilla ? 

Erizzo, She alone 

Heard his last dying words. Lady Camilla ! 

Cosmo. She neither sees nor hears ; she is herself 
A moving corse. 

Erizzo. Camilla ! Speak to her. 

Cosmo. Sister ! Heaven shield her senses ! She is deaf 
Even to my voice. Dear sister ! 

Erizzo. Lead her towards 

The body. So! she sees it. " 

10 
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Camilla, Father! Father! 

Have I found thee dear father? Let me sit 
Here at thy feet, and lean my aching head 
Against' thy knee— Oh how it throbs ! — and bury 
My face within thy cloak. What ails me, Father, 
That my heart flutters so ? Feel here — 'He's cold ! 
HeVdead! He's dead f 

Erizsso, Camilla! ' 

Camilla. Who art thou? 

Where am I? Wherefore have ye dragged me forth 
Into the glare of day— Oh cruel ! cruel ! — 
Amongst strange men ? Where am I ? Foscari ! Now 
I have a comforter. Have they liot told thee 
That I am fatherless ? Dost weep for me ? 
Forme? 

Erisssso. Leave him ; he is a murder^er. 
Thy father's mtirderer ! 

Camilla. Who dared say that ? 

Francesco, speak -to me! 

Erizzo. Pollute her not ! ' 

Touch not her garments T Fly his very sight — • 
He slew thy Father. 

Camilla. Ha! Again! Again! 

Cosmo, this man is false. Is he not Cosmo ? 
Is he not all one falsehood ? Ani^wer me* ' 
I will kneel to thee, Cosmo, fdr a word, 
A fiign. Press but my hahd. He lets it fall ! 

Cosmo. Sister — I cimhot tell her. 

Erizzo. Thou thys^F 

Art witness to his crime. 

Camilla. I never knew 

Aught of him but his virtues. 

Erizzo. Noble lady, 

Thou art before the assembled power of Venice, 
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Before thy father's eonse, before high HeavOT-^ 
Answer me triily, lady— Didst thou hear 
Thy murdered i&ither cafl on Foscwi ? 

Camilla. i^hi-^^Heisinnoceiiti 

Erixxo. Didst thou not h^r 
Foscan*s name mixed with |iis dying shriek ? 

Camilla. He's innocent ! Oh I woi;W stAe wy Ufe 
On Foscari's innocence. 

Doge. i Beloyed child : 

Camilla. Ah ! Art thou there ? Release h|m \ Set him 
free! 
T^ovL art the Doge, the' mighty Doge pf Venice, ^ 

Thou hast the power to free him.-^Save him now 
From my hard kinsman ! Save him I I rf»iemb^i^> 
When I was but a little child, I craved 
The grace of a poor galley slave, and thou 
Didst pardon him and set him free as air ; — 
Wilt thou not save thy son,' and such a son. 
Who is as clear of this foul sin asr thpii ? 
Cosmo, kneel with me t 

Cosmo. ' I' have knelt for justice ; 

Andnowagam— 

Camilla. For mercy t mercy ! 

Erizxo. Answer! 

Demand her answer, Doge. She is a witness. 
Command her by thy power ; thou art the Judge. 

Doge. I am, I am* Ye should have Dukes of stone, ' 
But this is flesh. Camilla, I am not 
A King, who wears fair mercy on the cross 
Of his bright diadem ; I have no power 
Save as the whetted axe to strike and slay, 
A will-less instrument of the iron law 
Of Venice. Daughter— Thou that should'st have been 
My daughter, i^e are martyrs at the stake, 

11 
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■> 

And must endure. Shall wc; not copy bim, < 

Who stands there, with so brave a constancy, 
Patient, unfaltering ! Let us ehuse the rights 
And leate the eve^t to Heaven* Speak, tny dear Ichild. 

Camilla^ Heaven guide me th^J tiordg, I limhefe 
an orphan, 
The orphan of otie day i — But ye^tei^night-^ 
Oh ! did ye ever see a father die t 

Cosmo, Calth thee iny steten 

Camilla. And ye drag ine hither-^ ' 

Ye call me to bear witness— me, a woman ; 
A wretched hdple^s woihan l-^-^Again&t him, 
Whom — ^ye are merciless— ^ye have tie touch 
Of pity or of manhood ! Do your worst; 
I will not answer y^^ 

Po^carik Oh w^fian's love. 

Pure nur^e of kind and cbaritable thoughts, 
Wiser than wisdom, instinct of the soul. 
How del I blesd thee holiest Jote ! Camilla^ 
My brave and true Camilla, thou hast dropt 
Balm in the festering ^ouiid«^ Yet anst^er tbeni. 
I cannot fear the (anith. Ask hei^ ontfe indre. 

Etusfso. Weife ndl the tast words thilt Density spak^ 
Foscari and murder ? 

Camilla. ' YeS. 

Erisszo. Take her a#ay j 

She hath c6nfei^!6ed enough. 

Camilia. Oh ho ! no ! no ! 

Foscari is guiltless! Heat me !— ^Hd k guiltless ! 

Doge. Canst thou fucfit that ? Thy sweet faee afl#ayi^ 
brought 
A comfo'rt. Prove but tbs^. 

Erizzo. (Aside.) All curses on 

The coward Celso ! He'll escape me yet. 
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(Ahud.) The facts? The proofs? The witnesses? 

Camilla. His life; : 

My heart, my bursting heart. If I bad seen . ., a ~ 

With these poor eyes that horror-<-had seen him i . 
Stabbing — Oh, thoughts like these may make me mtdi 
But all the powers of earth and hell can never - 
Shake my true faith ! Foscari! Iwjllshare v - 

Thy fate, will die with thee, will be thy bride 
Even in that fatal hour, and pass away 
With thee to Heaven — So ! so! 

Foscari. - , She sinks; she sinks ^ 

Her strength is over- wrought.' Oh die not yet 
Tin I may die with thee I Awake, revive, 
My plighted love 1 The bridal hour will soon ; 

Umte us my Camilla. Help ! she faints. . / 

Erixsso. Foldhernotthus within thy arms! Resign ber! 

Foscari. Tp thee t While still this arm bath marrow 
in it! ■ . . 1 : / 

To thee ! Co^mo— thou-r-thou— Be tender of her> : ^ 
Be very tender — 'tis a broken flower — . ' .1 

And pardon her her love. Take her. The pain.. 
Of death is over now» Proceed, ipy lords. : i . - . 

Zeno^ Let me support her, Cosmo. Thoji dost stagger 
Under her slender form. 

Cosmo. He spake to me. 

He gazed on me — I felt the long sad look 
Dwell on my face — ^he, at whose crime my soul 
Shudders, he spake — and I — men would have thought 
I was the guilty one ! He bade me love 
This dearest, wretchedest^ Tell him — No ! no! , 
Not even a last word. : 

[Exeunt Cosmo andZeno, with Camilla^ 
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Erixzo. This hapless maid 

Hath owned enough. Foscari, wilt thou confess 
The murder? 

Foscari» I am innocent.' 

EHmzo^ Confess ; 

Or we must force confession* To the rack! 

Doge. Never whilst I have life ! Am I not still ' *' 
The Doge of Venice? Rather stretch these stiff * - \ 
And withered limbs upon thy engines. Count ! ^ ~ 

Rather crack these old joints ! I thought that I 
Was steeled against aH strokes — but this — 

Erizzo. '■-. ' The rack! 

Foscari. Bethink thee of the Roman fathers^ Doge, 
Of Brutus and of Manfiiis ; thy son • 
Will not disgrace thee. Come, thfe rtf ck, theirack ! * 
I will front pain as a brave enemy, ' 
And rush to the ^ncoiittter. What is the seifse 
Of bodily agony to that which I 
Endure ev«n now ? Disgrace,' susjiicion, scorn, 
Hatred and haughty ptty, and thai last 
Worst pang— her love, her misery. These are tortures ! 
Let me have someihitig that a warrior'^ soul 
May strive against and' conquer. Oome, the rack ! 

Doge. Never. 

Erizzo. I must not hear thee. Doge. The question ! 

Re-enter Cosmo and Zeno. 

Cosmo. Stop, on your'lives ! Forbear this cruelty. 
This cowardly cruelty ! He will endure — 
He will call up the courage of the field 
And die before he groans. His eye surveys 
That engine steadily, whose very sight 
Makes my flesh creep. Remove it. Oh to see 
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That butchery— and the old mah^^the poor old man I . 
Remove il« . . 

Erizzo. Well- Proceed we then to sentekioe* 

Zeno. First listen to the praoner. Fotcari I speafcw; 

Senator. Yes ; let us hear his tale* Defend thystUL. . 

Foscari. To ye who doubt 1 To ye who disbelieve ! 
Sir, there are spirits that can never stoop 
To falsehood $ not for wealth, or power, or &m^ 
Or Ufcj or dearer love. Oh, were ye cast 
In the old chivalrous mouldy purQ diamond souls 
On which the dim polluting touch of doubt 
Rests not a breathing time ! Were ye built up. 
Of honour-^But to ye— Why should I speak 
When I have nothing but my knightly word ; 

To prove me innocent 2 

Erizzo* You are well paid . . 

By this contempt. Count Zeno« Now to judgment. ^ 

[The Doge, Zeno, Erizzo, atul thi 
Senators retire to the back of the 
stage^ leaving Cosmo and Foscari in 
the front* 

Foscari. Father ! He passes on and doth not speak;' 
He cannot ; he has no words^^^nothing but tears* 
Oh, what must the grief be that forces tears 
Froia hb proud heart — his prottd and bursting heart I 
The flame of youth burnt in him yesterday 
At fourscore years ; to-day hath made him old. 
What groan was that ? What other wretch ? Donato ! 
Cosmo ! Wih thou not aniswer ? 

Cosmo. Oh that voice 

Which was such perfect music, — which seemed made 
For truth and tliought, fit organ, how it jars 
My very soul ! What wonld'at thou ?' 

Foscari. I would thank thee 
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That thou hast spared one pang to ii bmye b^att*. 

That rack--^ — Tp have seen me- stretched Hmr^.W 

direct 
Each fresh pTogre^sive tcnrtore.-^-He had died 
Befoi^ our eyes! 1 thank thee, sir. No more. 
Unless a dying man, for I am sentenced-— 
Look how he sink$ his head upon his denehed 
And withered hands ! I am condemned, and we 
Shall meet no more* Thou wilt not join the headsman 
To see the' axe fell on my neck,^ nor follow 
The shouting multitude who, yesterday, 
Hail'd me a-god> and, with' like shouts, to-morrow 
Will drag me to the block* We meet no more ; 
And as a dying man I fain would part s 

In charity. We were friends, Cosmo.-— 

Cosmo. Friends ! 0f 

I sinned in listening ; but whilst he spake 
A world of kUidly thoughts, a^ gush of the deep 
Old passionate We came o'er my heart*— Forgive me * 

Oh blessed shade! Friends! Why thy crime were , 

common 
Wanting that dammng dye-^^^ simple murder ! 
What though of ope kind, noble, generous. 
Whose princely spirit scattered happiness 
As the sun light— a single sin ! But 'twas 
My father, mine-^avenging angel hear ! — W 

Mine, that so loved thee.— * i ^ 

Foscaru That, at the first glance '" ^ 

Of wild suspicion, the first crafty word <• ' 4 ^^ 

Of treacherous hate, doubted, accused, condemned — ^ ' . 

Chasing through shameful trial to shameful death — 
Yet daring to call down the wrath of God ^ «•* 

On a false friend I Oh cunning self-deceit ! 
Oh wondrous cheat of l^ad mortality ! . . > * 
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Thus doth the Evil Spirit cast about 
'To win a soul from heaven. They come. They come. ■ ' 
Now gentle death. 

[The Doge, Erizto^ Zeno, and Senators advance. 

Speak ! I can better bear 

Thy words than that long gaze of agony. . I 

I am prepared* . 

Doge, Oh why did I resume 
This bonnet^ which thy filial hand had plucked ' 

From my old brow, tlUs fatal coronet, 
Predoomed to falli that scorches tmt like fire — 
Stings me like twisted serpents ! Would I were 
A naked slave, chained to bi^ wiaiA'y oar, 
A worm that hath no sense but siifferance, < 
^ Any thing yilest 4nd most miserable. 

Rather than Doge of Venice ! I must plunge 
A dagger in thy Iwreast. Francesco Fpscari/ ; 
The council doth pronounce thee guilty. ' 

Erizzo. It works. It works. 

Doge. Thou sald'st thou wast prepared.' 

Foscaru Aye-— but the word ! 

The first sound of the word ! 
Doge. The council doth condemn— 
♦ Foscari. All, father ? All f 

^ Doge. No; th^re were two— Coun^ Zeno could not 

^m join 

"V .^.; ^ Guilty and Foscari ; and I my son, 

' ^ Thou couldst not do this deed ! . « 

Foscari. Thank heaven ! Thank heaven ! 

Erizzo. The sentence. Doge ! 

5 "' Foscari. Yes, father. The one paa^i 

iThe worse than de^tlii — the infamy is past. i . ^ :\ 
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The dagger's in my breast ; now drive it home> 
And with a merciful speed. 

Erizzo, Sir, thou will find > 

Justice hath bowed to mercy. 

Cosmo. Doge, the sentence ! 

Doge. The penalty is death. But for thy rank. 

Thy services and mine, it is exchanged • ^ 

For banishment to Candia. Thou must live 
In Canea, an exile, till thy days 
Be ended, my dear son. 

Foscafi. Live ! Give me dedth ! ■■>■,,- 

Ye that give infamy, and dare to talk - ? 
Of mercy, give me death, painfuUest d^tfa, ^ - - 

And I will thank ye — bless yel Give toe death ! 
Ye cannot give me life. Sooner the bay,' * * ' ^ 

That wreathes the warrior's brows, shall spread and 
flourish - : f) 

In a dark mine, shut up from sun and air, 
Than I can live without a proud respect ' / ' 

A white unblemish'd name, the light and breath - 

Of honour. Death I say ! — a murderer's death ! 
Ye dare not change the laws. 

Cosmo. Live, and repent. 

Foscari. Cosmo, if e'er you loved me, call ontheAi - 
For justice — bloody justice ! Doge of Venice^ 
Maintain the insulted laws ! Send me to death,-*-^ 
To instant death ! Oh father, free thy son 
From this dread load of misery ! Would'st thou see 
Thy only child shunned as a leper, father? 
Sent out into the world a second Cain? 
Oh give me death ! death ! death ! 
.Doge. I knew that life 

Would be a lingering agony 5 and yet ^ * 

To kill thee — ^my dear son! Oh prophecy f* 

Accurst, I feel thee now ! 
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Erizzo. Remove the prifioner. 

What ! doth he struggle ? 

'Doge* Touch him not, vile slaves f 

Foscari. A moment pausei and ye may lead me hence 
Tame as a fondled kid. Ye Senators, 
Ye Idngs of V enice^ I appeal front you 
To the Supreme Tribunal. 

Erizxo. To thy father? 

Foscari. To Him that is in heaven. Ye ax^ meii^ 

Frail, erring, ignorant men, guided or driven 
By every warring passion : some hy love 
Of the beloved Donati ; some by hate 
Of the high Foscari ; by envy some ; 
Many by fear ; and one by low ambition. 
This ye call justice^ lords I But I appeal 
To< the AU^righteous Judge of earth and heaven. 
Before whose throne condemners and condemned 
All shall stand equal, at whose feet I swear. 
By what my soul holds sacred — ^by the spursr 
Of knighthood — ^by the Chri8tian'& holier Cross, 
And by that old man's white and reverend locksj 
That I im innocent. Ye, who disbelieve. 
And ye who doubt, and ye, the grovelling few. 
Believing who condemn, I shower on all 
Contempt and pardon. Now,. guards, to the prison. 

Zeno. Look to the Doge. 

Foscari. 2ieno,.when Ilam gone 

Thou wilt be kind' to him ? 

Zeno. Even as^ a son ! 

Even as thyself. 

Foscari. Thou truest fiiend, ikr^nvell ! 

Zeno. Look to the Doge* 

f 
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ACT V. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Donato Palace. 

Cosmo and ErkzQ. 

Cosmo. Gone to the prison ! No ! my lord Erizzo. 
I know Camilla. 

Erizzo. . Well — I might mistake. 

Cosmo. Straight from her father's bier, where aSl-in^htf^ 
long ' 

She watch'd and wep^ to seek-^-Go to, tbou'rt wrong t ' 
Thou'rt wrong.. > ' * 

Erizzo. Think no more of it. Doth the Senate^ • 
Meet to-day? .. 

Cosmo. Was she veil'd ? . - 

Erizzo. Who? -^ 

Cosmo. Whom thbusaw^st. 

She — ^not my sister ! — ^Was she veil'd ? 

Erizzo. She was. 

Cosmo. How couldst thou know her? 

Erizzo. By the {diant grm^e^ 

Of the young form— ^the goddess step-«*-the chartor 

Of motion. With such port the queenly swan 
Glides o'eir the waters. I^ost thou not remember 
When Foscari oncers 
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Cosmo. Avoid that name. Avoid it. 

Erizzo. She's here. ; ? 

Enter CamiUa. 

Cosmo. And veiVd ! Whence com*st thou, jf»ter ? 
speak. J ;,.;\ 

Why hast thou borne those tears and that wan f^j^-. > 
Abroad amongst the happy ? Whence com'st tlioi* ? <, 

Camilla. From one whose heart drops blood fpc t^fs 
great grief: . . ■ -^ 

Cosmo. Whence? , . , r m} 

Camilla. From St. Mark's. > . i 

Cosmo. The Doge! TThe ppor old Dk)gf^! 

Erizzo. The Doge ! It was not by the ^ , I>i|cal 
chambers . > 

That I this morning saw — , / ,■ .. , i 

Camilla. My lord Erizzp« . . , . 

I seek not to deceive ye« I have 9een. 
The Doge. But 'twas another wretcheder . 
Of whom I spfik^, — one who hath long to live. ^ ^ m 

I come from where beneath the leaden roofs 
Foscarilies. 

Cosmo. And she can speak that name . 
Sighingly, fondly ! She can cast aside j^ 

Even maiden modesty ! Forgive me, friend, ,.^ \ 
That trusting her I doubted thee. Approach not ! 
Thou art contaminate. 

Camilla. He's innocent ! 

Turn not away, shake me not off, as though 
I were some loathed reptile. Cosmo ! Brother ! 
We two are left alone in the wide world. 
And I, t];iat sate upon that rainbow throne . 

Of happiness, I am fdlen, fallen. 
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Cosmo. What would'st thou ? 
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How may I comfort thee i Sweet gentle soul^ 
Her tears are daggers. Speak. 

Camilla. " And thou wilt listen ? 

Cosmo, Patient i^s infancy. 

Camilla. iHe goes to«night ; 

And I nay, start not. 

Cosmo. WKatofthee? • 

Camilla. And I^' ' 

We were betrodiM ; he goes a sentenc'd wretch-^ 
But innocent, most innoeent ! He goes 
To scorn, to exile^ and to mis^. 
And I — I came to say farewell to tfiee 
My brother— I go with Yfim. 

Cosmo. Ha ! 

Erizzo. * She raves. 

Look how she trembles ; she is overwatched ; 
Thisisaftewy. 

Camilla. Sir, I am not mad; , " " ;' 

I*m a Donato borii^nd ^dtknk in courage 
Even with t&y moUiUf*s milk. What if I §hake t 
Within this tremSfllg frame there is a heart 
As firm as thine. Speak to me ere we part, 
My brother! Speak to me, whatever words. 
However bitter ! Any thing b^t silence, 
Cold withering silence ! 

Cosmo, Sister! 

Camilla. Bless thee, bless thee. 

For that kind word ! 

0osmo. My sister, sit thee ddwn. — 

Misery hath brought her to this pass. — ^Oamilla, 
We had a father once : — he's slain. Would'st thou 
JoinJJiis white hand, which he so lov*d to mould 
WidK his ownj the soft and dimpled hand. 
With one— _ ' # 

F 
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Camilla. Oh pure as thine ! Belieye it. Cosmos 
Pure as thme own ! 

.Cosmo. We have no father now, . 

And we should loVe each other. Stay with me. 
I am no tyrant-brother : ril not force 
Thy blooming beauty to some old man's bed 
For high alUance ; 111 not plunge thy youth 
Into that living tomb where the cold nun 
Chants daily requiems, that thy dower may swell 
My coffers ; I but ask of thee to stay 
With me in thy dear Venice, thy dear home. 
Thy mistress, mine. I'll be to thee, Camilla, 
A father, brother, lover. Stay with me. 
I will be very kind to thee. 

Camilla. Oh cruel ! 

This kindness is the rack. 

Cosmo. I would but saw^ee 

From exile, penury, shame — 

Camilla. He said so* 

Cosmo. ^ He! 

Camilla. Aye, he urg'd all that tnRi canst say againtk 
Himself and me — in vain. My heart is firm. 
I go. But love me still, oh love me still 
My brother ! 

Cosmo. Listen. 
Camilla. He said all. 

Copno. Camilla ! 

I'd save thee from a crime, a danming crime — 
Did he say that ? From such a parricide, * 

Such unimagin'd sin — I tell thee, girl, 
The Roman harlot, she the infamous 
That crush'd her father with her chariot wheels, 
She'll be forgotten in thy monstrous guilt, i|p:- 

Whitened by |^y black shame. 
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Camilla. Oh father, father, 

I call upon thee ! Look on me from heav'n. 
Search my whole soul — 'tis white. Oh when some tale 
Of woman's truth brought tears into my eyes. 
How often hath he said — Be thou, too, faithful 
In weal or woe ! And now — farewell ! ferew^U I 
Cosmo, my heart is breakings — : — Say farewell. 
Only farewell ! • 

Cosmo, Stay with me. 

Camilla. No. * 

Cosmo. ^ . Then go. 

Outcast of eaxth and heaven, of God and man ! 
Abandon'd, spurn'd, abhorr'd, accurst 1 Go forth 
A murderer's bride — worse ! worse ! What impious 

priest 
Will d^e profane the holy words that join 
The puren^jheart and hand for ye, for ye, . 

The parricides Oh that she had but died i 

Innocent in her chydhood. 

Camilla. One day, brother, 

Thoulj; grieve for Vs. Now bless thee ! [Exit Camilla, 

Cosmo. Stay ! 

Erizzo. ' She's gone. 

Cosmo. Why let her go, foul stain upon our house ! 
She was his daughter still, and yesterday 
An Angel ! And he loved her and she him 
With such a dotage ! 'Twas a sight to see 
How ere the pretty babe could spea^ its will, 
Tl^ chubby hands would cling and fix themselves ' . 
Round its dear father's neck. Mother, or nurse* 
Or I, the elder child that played with her 
Full half the day^ were nothing if she caught 
Onillljllbnpse of that dear father^ 

F 2 ^ . 
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Eriss»o» Now she'll hang 

Around his murderer's neck. ' 

Casino* Do ye -aU foi^get H 

That I'm her brother? Ho^ Camilla I 

Erizsso. 'Twill be 

A triumph 'mid tbejr shame to these nisproud ' '^^ ^ 
Revengeful Foscavi to bear dff thus 
The glory of your house. ^ 

Cosmo* I'll reseue hier. 

Where is she ? Is she gone ? What ho, Can^Ha^l 
111 follow her to the end of the earth. The laws 
Give me a &ther*s p^wer. I'll save her yet. 
Camilla I Ho» Camilla I . i . (t 

Eri»«o» ■'■ You must seek h^r r - 

Witti him. The time draws near. 

. • lCosfm>fftsiiis^ oui. 
Now, Foscari, ^f0k) . ^ 

I have thee at my feet; [Ewk. 



/ • I £ 
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SCENE Ihmi ,- •. :• .-•. i 
The Sea Shore. ' ^ » 

Doge^ Poscmif Guards. -' ^ 

... .. ,. . I*/ 

Foscari. Here diea we part. Those GrnardiMi«ehd 
them away, 
Let them not listen to the last faint word, vji 

Nor gaze on the last lingering look Why doubt'st thou ? 
Fear me not— I'll be a true prisoner. 
I am a Foscari sfill, bound by one chain, *a.. 

Honour. Send them away. 'l||l 

^oge. ^ Leave us. [Ex^ni Guards. 

15 
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Foscari^ Aye, now 

My soul is free again. That tallest ab^e 
Stood brushing against. my vest— he with the hard 
Cold stony eyes — and I — ^let not that man 
Go with me* 

Doge* He shall not. 

Foscari. How can I iy&>^ ^ 

A word on such a reptile 1 Fd a world 
Of sad and loving things to i^ to thee, > 

But thare'&ia weight just here*^Oh fallier ! &ther! . U 
I thought to have been a comfort to thy age, > 

But I was bora to spread a desolation . . 

On all I love. ". .. > . ;. :. ... i* J 

Doge. I would not change my son, 
Banished although he be^ with, the pxbudeiBt sire -^' 

In Christendom.^ But w6 must part. Thesd men 
Aremerci^* 

FoscarL Implore no grace of them* >,: i 

And yet to leave this brave and tender heart 
To wither in its picin^ely solitude, ^ 

Friendless, companionless, r 

Doge. Age hath one friend. 

One sure friend — Death* 

FQsoafi. Oh I shall not be by 

To close thine eyes o^r kneel beside thy couch, 
Or gather from thy lips the last fond sound 
Of blessing or ^ pairdon. Bless me now. 
Parting is dying* 

Doge. Bless thee, my dear son* r 

Enter Camilla. 

Camilla! 

Pfdscari. Bless her too. She is iby daughter ; 
She goes witk me to exile. x 
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Doge* '■ She is blest 

In lier high constancy. Beloved child 
Thy virtuous love hath softened the sharp pang 
Of this dread hour* 

Camilla. Father ! My only Father I 

Foscari^ the bark awaits us. 

Foscari* What, already ? 

Camilla. All is prepared. 

Doge. I should have tdd thee so; 
But when I would have sSid, Go ! go ! my tongue 
Clave to my mouth. 

Foscari. Already ! Write to me 

Often. Ifi that forbidden ? Yet the Doge 
May ask my Candiote jailer if his prisoner 
Be strictly kept. Then I shall sometimes see. 
For surely he will shew it me, thy name, 
Thy writing, something thou hast touched. "Twill be 
A comfort. 

Doge. I will write to thee. 

Foscari. And think 

Of me when the pale moon lets fall her cold 
And patient light upon the Adrian wave 
That sighs and trembles. Think of me then. 

Doge. Always. 

By sun, or moon, or star ; in the bright day 
In the njght's darkness, but one single thought 
Will dwell in my old heart— My banished son. 

Camilla. Alas! Francesco, why wilt thou prolong 
This useless agony ? * 

Foscari. He hath not said 

Farewell. One last embrace, one blessing more — 
The last! a • 

Camilla, What step is that? - 
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r 

Entet Zeno. 

Zeno. I crave your pardon : 
But I must pray the Doge to come with me 
Straight to the Senate. 'Tis an earnest business. 
I do beseech your Highness. Leave him, Foscari ! 
Cling not together as your very souls 
Were interlaced. The Senate, Doge, demands thee. 

_ ■ • 

Foscari. The Senate ! What ! hath he another son 
To try, to torture, to condemn ? Hath he 
Another heart to break ? Yet go. For once 
Their cruelty is mercy. Go. 

Doge. Whilst still 

These eyes may gaze on thee ! Ere yonder cloud 
Shall pass across the sun, a darker cloud 
Will wrap me in its blackness ; then the throne, 
The judgment seat, the grave — no matter where 
The old man rests his bones !— One dim eclipse 
Will shadow all— but now — say to the senate 
That at then* bidding I am sending forth 
My son to exile. 

Foscari. Go ! go ! 

Zeno. Doge, thy duty, 

Thy princely duty calls thee. 

Doge. To that word, 

Which was to me a god, have I not offered 
My child upon the altar? Is the sacrifice 
Still incomplete ? Farewell! farewell! 

Zeno. Francesco, 

Embark not till ye hear from me.— My lord. 
This way. 

Doge. I pray you pardon me — I'm old — 
I'm very old. [Exeunt Doge and Zeno-^ 

Camilla. Nay sit not shivering there 
Upon the ground. Hast thou no word for me. 
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Francesco? 

Foscari. I« he gone? QuitQgone?. Forever? i:n *.' 

Camilla, l^ake comfort. • , ,/ 

Foscari. Is he gone ? I did. not say . ^.jt 

Farewell, nor God be with thee ! When men part 
From common friends ibr a slight summer voyage 
They cry Heaven speed thee ! and I could not say 
Farewell to my dear father, nor call down 
One benison on that white reverend head 
Which I shall never see again. There breathes Hot 
A wretch so curst as I. '■ 

Camilla. Foscari, the lips 

That I have kislsed are cold. . I 

Foscari. Oil brmsed flower. 

Whose very wounds do Aed an odorous bahn ! 
My gentle cottiforter ! could I forget 
Thy misery! ForgiVeme. .. 

Camilla. I have left 

His bier, his bloody bier. 

Foscari. Aye, there it is! 

Fortune, and friends, and home,' to flyiik)m thefti ^ 

Were nothHi^Mbut she leaves the unburied corse 
Of her dead father, the dear privilege ^* ' * 

To sit and watch t31 th<6 last hour, to strew 
His body with sweet flowers Mk^ a bank in spring / J 
Making death beautiful, id folio w him 
To his cold bed» ahd ^rop slow heavy teAni 
To the bell's knolfing. She leaves grief to go 
With me, whom the world cafls-^Oh matcUess love^ 
Uife could not pay thee ! Matchless, matchless love! 

Camilla. He, that bleat spirit, knows thy innocence : 
And I-^I never doubted* 

Foscari. ' Matchless love j >! < 

We'll never part> well live wd die together, 
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There b a comfort in the word. Camilla, 

Where are the guards, the jibdp ? My heart beati high 

At thy exceeding titith. We shall set forth 

As to a victory* < -j: * ! 



f;/. 
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Cosmo* She's h^e ! She's here. 

Move not a step. Darenotto stin. Camilla^ . 
Follow me« 

Foscari. Who is he that daref obstruct 
The mandate of the Senate I ^'m an exile 
Travelling to banishment. All Veu^ iuiows 
The piteous story of the Doge's spn 
Condemned by liis own fatheiv iM^d of her ... 
His true and faithful We. Now leave u^» Sir; 
Let us depart in peace. 

Cosmo, Murderer! Ravlsher! , 

I seek my sbter* 

Foscari. She stands there. .Ask her 

Whom she will faUoF* ,:i^. u- lo 

Camilla _ He,i:now8well. Fral||^^ ,, 

The whole world shall not p^t us. 

Foscari. ,, Mlnet Mine own! \ 

My very cpn I I'Te lost weidtbi country, home, ^ 

Fame, friends, and father ; I have nothing left , ^ 

Save thee, my dear one ; but with thee I*m rich. 
And great, and happy. Now let us g^ forth 
Into oiur banishment. Give me thy hand, ^ 

My wife. 

Comno* Camilla, I command thee stay— 
The laws of Venice give to me a pow^ey 
Absolute as a father's. Loose ber^ Sir. 
Let go her. hand.. I warn ye part* They'll drive mCj 
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Into a madness. If thou be a man 
Let's end this quarrel bravely* 

Camilla. Heed himnot ! 

Foscari* Calm thee ! He is thy brother. 

Cosmo* I disclaun her. 

Foscati, Tremble not so I I am unarmed^ Camilla. 

Cosmo. Dost hold her as a shield before thy breast? 
Dost palter with me^ coward ? 

Foscari. (breaking from CafniUaJ Off! — A sword ! 
A sword for charity ! 

Camilla. Help ! Help ! The Doge ! 

The guard ! Stay with them ! Part them ! Leave them not! 
Hold them asunder. Count, and in my prayers 
Thou shalt be sainted ! Help. [Camilla rushes out. 

Foscari. Give me a sword ! 

Cosmo. Aye his or mine. I am so strongly armed 
In my most righteous cause. I would encounter 
A mailed warrior with a, willow wand. 

Erizxo. There is my weapon. 

Foscari. Why thou witot my foe ! 
But thU i8|lph a bounty as inigbt shame 
The prince^hand of friendship. Not the blade 
Gi];t by a crowned Duke around my loins. 
An Emperor's gift, the day I won my spurs 
In the Suabian victory, not that knightly sword 
Was welcomer than this. 

Cosmo. Foscari, come on ! 

Foscari. I would thou wert a soldier! 

Cosfno. Now. 

\TheyJighti and Foscari fdUs. 
Erissxo. The fates 

Work for me. — Ha ! 
Cosmo. Erizzo. 

ErinMO. Is he dead? 
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Cosmo. Alas ! Alas ! Lift up his head. j 

CamiUa. (behind the scene) Here! Here! 

Canst thou not hasten. 






Enter CamiUa and the Doge. 

(entering) Foscari ! He's slain ! 
Oh bloody, bloody brother ! Kill me too ! 
Be merciful ! Help ! 

Cosmo. Doth he live ? 

Camilla. Away ! 

Thy hands are bloody ! — Help, Doge Foscari ! 
Help Father ! — ^The old man stands stiffening there 
Into a statue— He'll die first 1 Off ! Off ! 
Wouldst kill him o'er again ? — He bleeds to death ! 
Father, it is thy blood. 

Doge. My son ! My son ! 

Who hath done this ? 

Camilla. . He is not dead. Support him; 

See how his eye-lids quiver. Fogcari ! 
'Tis I, thy wife ! 

Foscari. Mine own ! ^^ 

Cosmo. Thanks graciotuiHeaven ! 

Enter Zeno and Guards. 

Zeno. Seize Count Erizzo, Guard. Have ye not heard — 
What spectacle is this ? — Know ye not, Sirs, 
That Foscari is guiltless, that the murderer 
Is found ? 

Foscari. Hear that ! I'm innocent ! Hear that ! 
The murderer is found ! Nay, hold me not — 
I'm well — ^I'm strong. Father, there is no stain 
In the long line of Foscari ! Camilla, 
My FaithfuUest— 

Doge. He falls* 
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v76 roapABi. [act v. 

CamUla. ; .< There watKbed this v 

To crown the btimming cup of my decyai^^: 
We should have been the haj^iest two, Francesoi^ </ « 
Since the first pai|r in ParadiserfdNt he .^ 
That was my brother — 

Cosmo. Peace. Who slew Donatol > 

Zeno. Celsoj bribed by firizaso to destroy \ r 
Francesco Foscari by Donato crossed- 
Slew him, and aided by the sword and cloak 
Dropped by Frmicesco^ cast this deed of hprror ~ 
On the most famocent* ^ 

Cosmo.- - Hath he coi^itoed ?: vO 

Zefio* All. Seize Erizzo, i>ind him. 

Erizso. There's no need. 

The work is dpne, well done-^Signor Donato, 
I thank thee still for that — 'and such revenge 
Is cheaply bought with Ijife. 

Cosmo* Ob, dammed viper! 

Brixzo. Aye ! Do ye knowme ? vNot a man of ye 
But is my tool OT/victiin* I'm your master« 
Thip was vfjk aim when old Donato died. 
And titit that Celso dared not cope with Foscari 
And sought to catch bi^i in.a subtler springe 
I had been now your Poge« Ai^d I am more. 
I am your master, Siris. Lopk.where he lies . . // 

The towering Foscari, who yesterday 
Stood statelier than the marble gods of Rome 
In their proud beauty. Hearken! It is mute. 
The tongue which darted words of fiery scorn 
And cold contempt, aiid bitter pardon — dared 
To hurl on me fierce pardon ! Ha ! he shivers ! 
His stout limbs writhe ! The insect that is born 
And dies within an hour would not change lives 
With Foscari. I am content. For thee 
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I have a tenfold curse, hongve thy reign, 

Great Doge of Venice! -.1 

Doge. ^Ji^y^ I ftiP the Doge i 

Lead him to instant deaWP^- [EwU ErixHo guaHkif^ 

My son I • - - ' - 

CosiM. 'TisI 

That am the only murderer of the earth • 

I that slew him. Bring raok^itBdAXes*^ ^ 

Doge. Lirel^- ^»r 

I pardon thee. He pardoM thiee. Live,' Cosmo ; ^ ' * 
It is thy Prince's last behest. IVe been ''"'- 

O'erlong a crowned slave. - Go^! dross to dross. ■ . ' 

[FUnging off the Ducal Bonnet. 

And bruise the stones of Venice ! Tell the senate 

There lies their diadem. Now I am free ! 

Now I may grieve and i)ity like a man ! 

May weep, and groan, and die ! My heart may burst 

Now ! Start'not, Zeno — Didst thou never hear 

Of a broken heart ? Look there. 

Zeno. Hush! Hereiinitei. 

Camilla. Ifty Foscari ! 

Foscari. Camilla! Is V Camilla? 
Is she not weeping ? What canst thou weep now 
When honour is redeemed and a bright name? 
Why there should be no tear in all the world ; 
Ghdness is come from Heaven. 

Camilla. Death! Death! 

Foscari. This joy 

Is life. Who talked of death ? I cannot die 
In such a happiness. I'm well. 

Zeno. He sinks ; 

Support him. 

Cosmo. Ishedetid? 



78 F08CARI. [act V. 

Doge. Gloved 8on. 

How art thou ? 

Foscari. . Stropg at heart, What are those shapes 
That hover round us ? There t ''There ! There ! 

Doge. Thy friends. 

Foscari. Friends! Have they heard that I am innocent? 
That I'm no murderer ? That I do not shame 
My &ther's glory ? Let it be proclaimed — 
TeB Venice— tell — [dies. 

ZenOf He's gone* 

Camilla, Mine! Still mine own ! 

Bury me with him ! He is mine» 
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